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Thb name of Robext Bloohfiels is one, among 
man^ others, which has ocquirid lustre amidst 
the iibscaritj aod discourBgements of a very 
humble station. Instances of poetical celebritj 
acquired nnder such circumBlauces, are mora raro 
than those which belong to pursuits of adiflerant 
cbitracter. For twenty, in which we find scientific 
emioeDce or rank in society obtained by peraous 
of obscure birth, we sliall rarely see one who has 
risen to notice by a poetical, or purely literary 
genius. Kven if the talent bo naturally present^ 
it ia seldom that it can long resist the effecis of 
nurerty. That delicacy of mind and quick appre- 
hfliEioa of the beauti^l, in which the poet linds 
bis inspiration, require solitude and freedom, or 
they leave him cold and disheartened. The 
troubles of common life, too pressing to be dissi- 
pated by imagination, are not long endured with- 
out blighting the sensibilities of the h<art, or 
drawing away the mind from objects which only 
eJTB delight whi n calmly and securely enjoyed. 
Poverty, it ia true, neither shuts out the light of 
the lun, nor diminishes the beauty or the gUirj ol 
nature. The birds pour out aa sweet a music for 
the ear, and the flowers aa rich a radiancy for the 
eye of the beggar, aa of the liin|>; bat neither the 
melody of the birds nor the beauty o^^Xvb^n^^^^ 
tlionght of, when we see that ftiB aV^ ^a ■!«*- ■* 
ttornu, or we tread a path that laottrvsi «si^ ^^eu. 
plexea ua. Aad sucb ia (ha ^'^ "A ^"J^xai,* 
heaet with the sjuietMS o£ wiuch w «*=«**** 
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— ^with those trying and exhausting troubles whicli 
it requires the whole strength of the human heart 
to bear, and which it is sufficient praise for a man 
to endure aod perform the duties they create. 
Though the mind, therefore, of a poet, when fullj 
cultivated and matured, is perhaps more i apable 
than others of retaining its vigour under luan^ 
Bufferings, it is very rarely that its peculiar 
qualities become developed in disadvantageons 
situations, or that its purity and brightness are not 
destroyed as soon as telt, by the taint of lo«ir and 
worldly associations. Poor Bloomfield was sub- 
jected to this trial of his native strength from his 
earliest youth, but grew up—and lived — and died 
a poet 

This amiable and admired writer was bom 

December 3, i 766, at Honington, a village near 

Bury in Suffolk. His father, who was a tailor, 

dying about a year after his birth, he was lefc to 

the sole care of his mother, an excellent woman, 

it appears, who by her prudence and industry 

contrived, out of the profits of a little school, to 

support herself and a family of six children. — 

Robert had no other education than what she 

could herself give him, if we except the instruction 

he received for two or three months at a school at 

Ixworth; and at eleven years old he was sent as 

a labouring lad to a Mr. Austin, a respectable 

farmer of 8apiston. In this humble station his 

mind became stored with that abandauce of rural 

imagery which, feeding his natural love of the 

country, was one day to give an irresistible charm 

to the simple language of the untaught peasant. 

^^^^vas not long, however, after his bein^ placed 

tf^^Hfr. Austin, before it was found that his 

^^Bd delicate frame was ill calculatod i^r 

fktious occupation to wloicYi \l\« %«tN\KA 

-^'•a. It fortunately \iapy«ii^4 vX^aX ««» 
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of bii brothers, George Bto<>mfield, bad been 
brongbt op a BhiM maker, and was al that tima 
liriog in Loadon. T» tbia young man the aSee- 
UdltBto BQil anxious mother wrote for advice, u 
to the future disposition of poor Robert, and 
rcueiTed in answer to her application, an offer 
from Qeorge to take care o' bm, and t«ach hioi 
hie business, and from anotlicr of her sons s pro- 
tn*w of finding him inclothvs. Id consequence of 
this kind a-iEurance from her sons, she Bet out for 
London, where she arrived with Robert in June, 
ITdl, n>it wiling that anr one but herself shoiild 
resign bi u iutu the hands of his nev guardiaa, 
' She charged me,' aajs Ur, Bluomfield, ' us I 
Talned a mother's blessing, la watch over him. 
to set a good example Iwfore him, and oeyer 
to forget that he had lost hia father.' ' i havo 
tum,' continues he, speaking of Robert's appear- 
»iice at this time, 'in my mind's eye, a little boy; 
not b'BB*'' than hoys generally aie nl tvelvo 

ears old. When I met him and hia mother at the 
H, he Btmttei before ns, dressed just as became 
from keeping fhf [>, piga &c. — his slioes filleil 
fbll uf BtumpEin i.ii tieeU. He, looking about 
him, slipped up 'hii nails were unnsed to a But 
pairemcn'. I remember viewing him as be scam- 
pered Dp, hon small he was. Little tJiought 1 
that that li:tle f^tberltBS bo}' would I>e one dav 
kiiowo aud esteemed hy the must learnei, the 
most respected, the wisest, and the i>e:,t men of 
tbe kingdom.' 

The kiudbeartdnc'Ss and simple affection 
v'lich are Diaiiilea^d in tliese lii.es, made their 
amiable writci' worthy of the charge whicn Prov^ 
fleuce and ai Bniiona mother ws^fvoAl Vva. — ^iMi. 
nx^riag Robert under hiBca.r6,\»«KvWi«:«»»-W^ 
/i.* a.lrnnti)re3 either for himseVi "t Vi* ■^^';*^*?; 
tui outii as tlie;' wcr. V© 6;iivM«4 Oi*™. lav v» 
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best manner he was able, to secure the comfoft 
and fature provision of the unprotected lad. 
George was, at that time, according to his own 
account, a journeyman, but «eorked in company 
with several other persons of the same trade, in a 
garret which the party rentei at No. 7, Pitcher's* 
pourt, Bell-alley, Culeman-street. 

Robert, on being ma'^e one of the company, 
was employed by them in running for whatever 
they wanted, and was rewarded by the party 
obliged, by being helped over some difficulty in 
the mystery of shoe-making. But the employ- 
ment best adapted to his taste was the reading 
of the newspaper, which was lent them, when a 
day old, from the public-house, and from the pe- 
rusal of which he seems first to have gained his 
knowledge of words and phrases. And in this 
again the thoughtful kindness of his brother was 
of considerable use to him. ' He frequently met,' 
says Goorge, * with words that he was un- 
acquainted with: of this he often complained. I 
one day happened at a book-stall to see a small 
dictionary, which had been very ill-used. I 
bought it for him for four-pence. By the help of 
tliis in a little time he could read and comprehend 
the long and beautiful speeches of Burke, Fox, or 
North.' Having thus acquired some knowledge 
of the power of language, he learnt its proper 
pronunciation from attending* the lectures of 
Mr. Fawcet, one of the most popular preachers of 
the time; and from whom also, it is to be hoped, 
he acquired the infinitely greater advantage of 
knowing the nature and value of religion. 

These, however, were not the only sources of 
information which Robert enjoyed. Bv the good 
sense of his brother and the other workoien, the 
^istory of England, the British Traveller, and a 
on Geography, were taken in in numbers, 
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anil these he was emploTOd to rciKl while the 
others were occupied with their work. But thU 
WBH not all. George, who appears to have been 
a better infonred man than persons of his situa- 
tion Dsually are, subscribed tar the London Mac- 
azine, a small portion of which was, as is usnu, 
devoted to short critiques of new pablicatioDs. 
Robert was more intaresl«d bj> these than bj anj 
other part of the contents, except the Terses which 
be fouud ia Poet » Comer, and to which he alwajrs 
turned, it is said, with eager tinriusity. 

The living Seed which nSiIuresowa in either the 
bearl or the mind, wants little warmth to ripen 
itbat that which she herself gives; and were it 
not (hat passion or misfortune so oFten blights it 
in it« first budding into beauty, the human uni- 
Tene would present a glorious barrest, which bad 
only required the dews of heaven to bring forth 
titly and a hundred-fold. Poor R<>bert, with no 
other advantages than those we have mentioned, 
went on cultivating bis mind as *M as he was 
able till he was abont seventefn, when he made his 
first attempt as a poet, and was so far encouraged 
as to find hiB verses aecepied bj the editor of one 
of (he public journals. We cop; this earlyattempt 
of the Farmer's Boy. The verses, tbough very 
simple, were, for a lad in hia siluatiuu, well worthy 
the attention the; received. 

MILK MAID; 

Bail, MatI lovel; May! how replenisb'd m; 

The young Dawn overspread the East etreftk'd 

Witt, goldl 

Hy £lwl heart beats time Co the lan^hfAXW-i^vA, 
And Colia'H voice rini[8thrQiitt\i».\ieTiQiAa^'^^^ 
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Th«^ wood t</ t'no rroinitain !?ubmi-'?-'u''ly "hendfl, 
Whose blue misty summits first glow with the 
sun! 
See thence a gay traio by the wild rill descends 
To join the glad sports: — hark; the tumults 
begun. 
Bft cloudless, ye skies! — Be my Colin bnt there. 
Not the dew-spangled bents on the wide leirel 
dale 
Nor morning's firstblush, can more lovely appear 
Than his looks, since my wishes I could not 
conceaL 
Swift down the mad dance, while blest health 
prompts to move, 
We'll count joys to cume, and exchange vows 
of truth; 
And haply when age cools the transports of love, 
Decry, like good folks, the vain pleasures of 

youth. 
Our young poet now so rapidly advanced in his 
pursuits of Imowledge, that, nis brother says, he 
and his companions began to receive instructions 
from him ; but he shortly after removed to another 
lodging, induencea solely by the kind desire of 
saving Robert from the distress he felt at the suf- 
ferings of one of the men who had fits. 

About the year 1784, Robert, having never 
been apprenticed, became an object of persecn* 
tion to the company of journeymen shoemakei*8, 
who threatened his master and his brother with a 
prosecution, if he was suffered to work any Irmger 
without indentures. In consequence of this cir- 
cumstanee he returned to the country for a short 
time, and was affectionately received by his old 
masitr, MV. Austin, with whbm he remained two 
months, when a Mr. Dudbridge offered to take 
him as an apprentice, and he came back to Lon- 
^don. Hoio he coifttnued working at his businesa 
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oUiere, Be find him devoting a part oF hia leianra 
to tDoaic, and becuming, it is said, a good plajer 
on the violin. 

George had now left him to himsplf, and In the 
□uratiTe of the former we find the folloTing paa- 
Baege.rEferringtothia period of hia brothar'a life; 

Ab my brother Nat had married a Woolwich 
woman, it happened that Robert took a fancy M 
Maiy-Anno Church, a comely youog vonuR of 
that town, whuao father ia a boat-bu;lder in tha 
goYKmment-yard there. He married, Dec. 12, 
1790. Soon after he married, liobert told meia 
a letter, that " he had sold bis fiddle, and got k 
wife." Like nmat poor men he j^t a wife firac, 
and had ta get honsthold atii IT afterwards. It 
took him some yearatu getouiof readv-famiBhed 
IttdgingB. At length by hanl working he acqnired 
B bed of hia own, and hired the room np one pair 
ofataira, at 14, Bell-alley, Colman- atreer. The 
landlord kindly gave him leave to ait and work in 
the light garret, two pair of stairs highfr.' — 'In 
thia garret,' continues he,' amid aii Or seyen other 
workmen, hia active mind employed itself in com- 
posing the ' FarjAer's Boy.^ 

When thia beauliful little poem wBSi'ompleted, 
it was ehewn, it appears, lo aevi-rsi persons for 
their opinion; but owing to some circumstance or 
the other, moat probably to prejudic, it was 
paaaed by with neglect, till Mr, Cspel LoITt hw\ 
the good tast« and the liberality to discover an 1 
acknowledge ita merits- The part which tbat 
gentleman took in the fbrtnnea of Bloomfield is 
one of the moat honourable inelancea of patron- 
age which occurs in literary history, and inljkutcic 

M a crown el laurel on tuB otbiaoi:! . 
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The extraordinary success of the 'Parmer's 
Boy' is well known. In a short time several 
large impressions had been sold off, and the sur- 
prised and gratified writer found himself suddenly 
called into the notoriety of an admired author 
* Rural Tales,' and * Wild Flowers/ shortly fol- 
lowed his first publication, and were rcceivea with 
equal favour. In 1807, having made a visit with 
some Mends to the beautiful scenery of Wales, 
he produced the * Banks of the Wye/ which wag 
published in the year 1811. His last produc- 
tion was ' Hazlewood Hall,' a rural drama^ in 
three acts^ and which was only finished the same 
year in which he died. 

It is an afflicting remembrance, that the repu- 
tation and comparative affluence which poor 
Bloomfield had obtained, were of little avad in 
smoothing the downward path of his existence. 
Towards the latter years of his life, his too great 
liberality to his relatives, combined with the af- 
flictions of sickness, which prevented his working, 
involved him in many difficulties, and exhaust^ 
the resources with which the success of his pub- 
lications had supplied him. But what he lost in 
comfort by his amiable conduct to his friends, he 
has gained in the affection with which every be- 
nevolent heart reverences his memory, and adds 
to their admiration of his genius their sympathy 
with his good and gentle feelings. 

After having suffered many trials and difficul- 
ties, he left London and removed into Bedford- 
shire, where he died, August 19, 1823, at the age 
of fifty-seven, leaving behind him a name rendered 
dear to the lovers of poetry, by the simple but 
deep humanity with wiiich both late and early it 
was sanctified. 
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FARMER'S BOY. 



SPRING. 

THE ARGUMENT. 



hwoeaiioH, Ae.-^Seed time,— Harrowing. -—Morning 
walks,— Milking,— The Dairy.— Suffolk Cheest.— Spring 
coming fortK— Sheep fond of changing,— Lambs at 
play,— The Butcher, Sic, 

I. 

O OOHB, blest Spirit I whatsoe'er thou art, (heart, 
Thou rushing warmth that huver'st round my 
8weet inmate hail! thou source of sterling joy. 
That poverty itself cannot destroy, 
Be thou my Muse; and faithful still to me, 
B^trace the paths of wild obscurity. 
No deeds of arms my humble lines rehearse, 
No Alpine wonders thunders through my verse 
The roaring cataract, the snow-top hill. 
Inspiring awe, till breath itself stands still : (eyes, 
Nature's sublimer scenes ne'er charm'd mine 
Nor Science led me through the boimdless skies; 
From nearer objects far my raptures flow: 
O point these raptures I bid my bosom glow! 
And lead my soul to ecstasies of praise 
For all the blessings of my infant days! 
Bear me throneh regions where gay Fancy dwells ; 
But mould to Truth's fair form what Memory tells. 

Live, trifling incidents, and grace m^ ^cdtv^^ 
That to the humblest menial \>e\otv^*. 
Tp him whose drudgery unheeded ^oea, 
HiajojB iiiireckoaM as his carea ot ^oea^ 
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Thoagh joys and cares in every path are sown, 
And youthfal minds have feelings of their own. 
Quick springing sorrows, transient as the dew. 
Delights from trifles, trifles ever new. [poor 

'Twas thus with Giles: meek, fatherless, and 
Labour his portion, but he felt no more; 
No stripes, no tyranny his steps pursu'd; 
His life was constant, cheerful servitude: 
Strange to the world, he wore a bashful look. 
The fields his study, Nature was his book; 
And, as revolving Seasons chang*d the scene 
From heat to cold, tempestuous to serene, 
Through every change still varied his employ. 
Yet each new duty brought its share of joy. 
Where noble Grafton spreads his rich domaing. 
Bound Euston's woter'd va^e, and sloping plaint, 
Where woods and groves in solemn grandeur rise. 
Where the kite brooding unmolested flies; 
The woodcock and the pointed pheasant race. 
And scnlking foxes, destined for the chase; 
There Giles, untaught, and unrepining, strayed 
Thro' every copse, and grove, and windme glade; 
There his first thoughts to Nature's charmsmclin'd. 
That stamps devotion on th' inquiring mind. 
A little farm his generous Master till'd. 
Who with peculiar grace his station fill'd; 
By deeds of hospitality endear'd, 
Serv'd from affection, for his worth rever'd; 
A happy offspring blest his plenteous board. 
His fields were fraitful, and nis bams well stored, 
And fourscore ewes he fed, a sturdy team : 
And lowing kine that grazed beside the stream: 
Unceasing industry he kept in view; 
And never lacVd a job for Giles to do. 

Fled now the sullen murmurs of the North, 
The splendid i*aiment of the Spring peeps forth; 
Her universal green, and the clear sky. 
Delight still more and more the gazing eye. 
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Wida o'er the fields, in rising moisture ilrong. 
Shoots up the simple flover, or creeps oloDg 
The mellow'd soil i imbibing furer hues [dews; 
Or sweets from frequent ehowra aiid eTcning 
That summon fromth« etiedtheslumh'rina ploughs 
Wliile health impregnates every breeze that btovs 
No wheels support the divinff pointed share; 
No groaning 01 is doom'd to labour thai-e; 
No helpmalea (each the docile ateed his road 
(Alike onluiowQ the plooghboy and the goad)i 
But, unasiisted through each toilaome djiV, 
Willi smiling brow the pluogbman cleacea his vtf 
Drkin his freah parolltla, and aid'ning still. 
Trends alow the heavy dale, or cIi^Ie the bill; 
Strong on the «ing hia busy fbllowers ptay. 
Where writhing awth-worms meet the unwelcome 
Till all is chiDg'd, and hill and loTeldown [d^y; 
Asanme alivary of sober brown; 
Again disturb'd, wheu Giles with wearying strides 
From ridge to ridge the ponderous harrow guidoe; 
His heels deep sinling everj step he goes. 
Till dirt usurp the empire of his shoes. 
Welcome grxD headland! firm beneath his feet 
Welcome the friendly bank's refreshing seat; 
There, warm with t<Ml, his panting horses browse 
Their shelt'rinii; canopy of peudent bonghsi 
Till rest, delicious, chase each transient pain. 
And new-bom vigour swell in every vein. 
Hour after hour, and day to d:iy succeeds) 
Til] every clod and deep-drawn furrow spreads 
To crumbling mould; a leveL surface clew. 
And stAw'd with com to crown the rising year; 
And o'er the whole Giles once transvurse agaio, 
In earth's moist bosom baries up the gr^n. 
^Hie work is done; no more to man is given; 
The greatrul farmer truata tbe rest to Heaven. 
T«t*oft with anxious heart he looks around, 
AodBUrksibefirst gccen blade iht.\.^6W& Simb 
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In fimey sees his trembling oats apron, 
His tufted barley yellow with the sun; 
Sees elouds propitioos shed their timely store^ 
And all bis harvest gather'd round his door. 
But still unsafe the big swoln ffrain below, 
A fay'rite morsel with the Rook (1) and Crow; 
From field to field the flock increasing goes: 
To level crops most formidable foes: 
Their danger well the wary plunderers know. 
And place a watch on some conspicuous bough; 
Yet oft the sculking gunner by surprise 
Will scatter death amongst them as they rise. 
These, hung in triumph round the spacious field. 
At best will but a short-lived terror yield: 
Nor guards of property (not penal law, 
But harmless riflemen of rags and straw): 
Familiarz'd to these, they boldly rove, 
Nor heed such sentinels that never move. 
Let then your birds lie prostrate on the earth, 
In dying posture, and with wings stretoh'dfujrfcfa; 
Shift them at eve or mom from place to place, 
And death shall terrify the pilfering race; 
In the mid air, while circling round and round, 
Tbej call their lifeless comrades from the ground ; 
With quick'ning wing, and notes of loud alarm. 
Warn the whole flock to shun th'impending harm. 
This task bad Giles, in fields remote from home : 
Oft has he wish'd the rosy morn to come. 
Yet never fam'd was he nor foremost found 
To break the seal of sleep; his sleep was sound: 
But when at day-break summon'd from his bed. 
Light as the lark that carol'd o'er his head, 
His sandy way deep-worn by hasty showers, 
0'er-arch*d with oaks that form'd fontastic bow'rs. 
Waving aloft their tow'ring branches proud, 
In borrowed tinges from the eastern cloud 
{Whence inspiration, pure as ever fLo^'d, 
Ajidgenuiae transport in the \>oaom ^o'*^^'^^ 
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His own abrill initio Joined the vaiious Dotea 
Ol' Ifature'a music, Irom a thousand thro^U i 
The blackbird Mrove wiih emulation sweet, 
And echo aniwet'd from her cliMe retreat ■, 
TheBporlircivliile-fhrnBtpOn some twig's end borne, 
Pour'd hymns lo frettdoni aud the rising morn i 
Stopl in hec son^, parchance the starting thnuh 
Shook a white shower frotn a blackthorn buah, 
Where dew-drops thick as earl; bbssoms hung, 
And Irembied as the minslrel sweetly sung. 
Across his path, in either grove to hide. 
The limid rabbit scouted by hi^j side ; 
Or bold uock -pheasant stalk'd along the road. 
Whose gold and purple tints alternate glow'd. 
But groTes no farther fenced the devious way ; 
A wide-eitended iiealh before him lay, 
Where on Ihe grass the stagnant shower had run. 
And shone a mirror to the rising sun 

Shiu doubly seen), lighting a distant wood, 
(ing new life to each expanding bud ; 
Effacing quick the dewy foot- marks found. 
Where prowling Reynard trod his nightly round ; 
To shun whose thefts 'twas Giles's evening care. 
His fealber'd liciims to suspend in air. 
High un the bough that nodded o'er his bead, 
And thus each morn to alrew the field with dcail. 

His simple errand done, he homeward hies; 
Another instantly its place supplies. 
The clattering dairy-maid immers'd in steam, 
Singing and scrubbing midst her milk and cream, 
Bawlsout, "Gojetck tht eoios." — behearsnomorr, 
For pigs, and ducks, and turkeys, throng Ihe Aavi, 
And sitting hens, for constant war prepared ; 
A concert alrange to that which late he heard. 
Straight to the meadow then he whUtVm^ ^pe* \ 
With well-known hallo caUa his Ul^^ to^wa ■. 
Pown Ibe rich pdsture heedlcssli »\\i"J strI". 
Or beat Ihe .-iimmoiis willi an iil\f y,""" ■ 



18 THE FARMER'S BOY 

For well they know the cow-yard yields no more 
Its tempting fragrance, nor its wint'ry store. 
Reluctance marks their steps, sedate and slow; 
The right of conquest all the law they know: 
Subormnate they one by one succped; 
And one among them always takes the lead. 
Is ever foremost, whereso'er they stray; 
Allow'd precedence, undisputed sway; 
With jealous pride her station is maintain'd. 
For many a broil that post of honour gain'd. 
At home, the yard affords a grateful scene; 
For Spring makes e*en a miry cow-yard clean, 
'^hence from its chalky bed behold conirey'd 
The rich manure that drenching winter made, 
Which pil'd near home, grows green with many 
A promis'd nutriment for Autumn's seed, [a weed 
Furth comes the Maid and likethe momingsmileH; 
The Mistress too, and followed close by Giles. 
A friendly tripod forms their humble seat, 
With pails bright scour'd, and delicately sweet, 
Where shadowing elms obstruct the morning ray. 
Begins their work, begins the simple lay; 
The fuU-charg'd udder yields its willing streams, 
While Mary sings some lover's amorous dreams; 
And crouching Giles beneath a neighbouring tree 
Tugs o'er his pail, and chants with equal glee. 
Whose hat with tatter*d brin, of nap so bare, 
From the cow's side purloins a coat of hair, 
A mottled ensign of his harmless trade, 
An unambitious, peaceable cockade. 
As unambitious too that cheerful aid 
The mistress yields beside her rosy maid; 
With joy she views her plenteous reeking store, 
And bears a brimmer to the dairy door; 
Her cows dismiss'd, the luscious mead to roam, 
Till eve again recall them loathed home. 



^^And now the Dairy claims her choicest care. 



fjind bedfber Jbousehold find empW^menX. \Xi%\«t\ 
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Slow rolli the chum, its lo&d of clogging creim 
At oDce foregoes its qunlity and name ; 
From knotty particles first Bosling wide 
Congealing bncier's duh'd from aide to side ; 
Straaios of new millt thro' flowing coolers stray. 
And BDow-while curd abounds, and vtiolesomn 

Due north ch' nnglaied windows, cold and cleat. 
For warming sanbeama are unwelcome here. 
Brisk i^es the work beneath each busy band, 
A.nd Gile> must trudge, whoerei give command ; 
A Gibtonite, that aetTea Ibem sU by lums : 
He drains the pump, from him the faggot bams : 
From him the noisy hogs demand their food; 
While at bis heels mo many a chirping brood, 
Or down his path in expectation stand. 
With equal olaima upon his strewing hand. 
Thus wastes the morn, till each vith pleasure sees 
Tbe bustle o'er, and preas'd (he new-made cheeac. 
Unrif all'd stands thy country CHEBaa, O Gila I 
Whose very name alone engenders smiles ; 
Whoso fame abroad by crery tongue is spoke, 
The well'known butt of many a flinty joke, 
That pass like current coin the nation through ; 
And, ah ! experience proves the satire true. 
Provision's grave, ihou ever-craving man. 
Dependant, huge Melropolis! where Art 
Her pouring thousands stows in breathless rooms, 
'Midst poia'nous smokes and steams, and rattling 

Where Grandeur revels in unbounded stores ; 
Restraint, a slighted stranger at iheii doors ! 
Thou, like a whirlpool, drain'st the counliies round. 
Till London market, London price, resouiii 
Through every town, round everj -vaBavR^ViaA., 
And dairy produce thronsa tb« eaeXem loeA-. 
Deliciom veal, and butter, everj ^uXi 
From Bnex lowlands, and the b8,iiW& *A S\.uM-t ■ 



a ere 
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And ftirther far, i»her»» num'rons herd repose, 
From Orwell's brink, from Wevenv, or Ouse. 
Bence Suffolk dairy- wives nm mad for cream 
And leave their milk with nothing but its name: 
Its name deiisiou and leproajli pursue, [blue. 
And strangers tell of ' three-times bklminea sky« 
To cheese converted, what can be its boast? 
What, but the common virtups of a post! 
If drought o'ert'tke it faetor than the knife, 
Most fair it bids for stubburu length of life. 
And, like the oaken shf>lf whereon 'tis laid, 
M<^cks the weak efforts of the bending blade; 
Or in the hog-trough rests in perfect spite, 
Too big to swallow, and too hard to bite. 
Inglorious victory!. Ye Cheshire meads. 
Or Severn's flowVy dales, uhere plenty treads. 
Was your rich milk to suffer wrongs uke these. 
Farewell your pride! farewell renowned cheese! 
The skimmer dread, whoi^e ravages alone 
Thus turn the mead's sweet nectar into stone. 

Npglected now the early daisy lies : 
Nor thou, pale primrose, bloom'st the only prize. 
Advancing Spring proiiisely spreads abroad 
Flowers ot all hues, with sweetest fragrance stor d; 
Where'er she treads, Love gladdens every plain. 
Delight on tiptoe bears her lucid train; 
Sweet Hope with conscious brow before her flies. 
Anticipating wealth from summer skies; 
All nature t'eels her renovating sway; 
The sheep-fed pasture, and the meadow gay; 
And trees, and shrubs, no longer budding seen. 
Display the new-grown branch of lighter green; 
On airy downs the shephard idling lies. 
And sees to-morrow in the marbl^ skies. 
Here then, my soul, thy darling theme pursue, 
every day was Giles a Shepherd too. [roam; 
«Z/ was his charge : no \n\d% W^ ^^^j \ic> 

biight enciosures circUn^ touuCl \ld«wc \iv>iA^ 
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The jtellow-bloBsom'd furae, nor stubborn thorn. 
Nor heatli's roagh prodaje, had their fleecei torD. 
Yet ever roiin^, ever ireling thee, 
Enchan^iig spirit, dear Vatietyl 
O happy tcDants, prisoDars of a day t 
IteleMa to ease, U> pleasure, and u> pisj; 
Indulg'd through esery field by turns to range. 
And taste them bU !□ one coDCinual change. 
For though luanriant their gras&y food, 
Sheep long confin'd butloatbe the present g''<>d; 
Bleating aronnd the bomewarti giiTe ihej meet, 
And starve, and pine, with plenty at their feet. 
Loos'd from the winding lane, a ji'j ful thr.pog, 
See, o'er yon pasture how they pour alongl 
Giles round theirboundaries takes his osual stroll; 
S«es every pass seeur'd, and fences whnle; 
High fences, proud to cJiann the gazing eye. 
Where many a nestling tlrst assays to ny; [rrd, 
Where blows thovoodbine, faintly atreab'd with 
And rests on every bough its tender head; 
ItoDnd the young ash its twining branches mnet. 
Or crown the hawthorn with its odours sweet. 

Sij, je that know, ye who have felt and seen, 
SpriaK"snioming8aii!e8,aQdsoul-BiiiiT'Qinggreen, 
Sav, did jou give the thrilling transport way? 
IMd your eye brighten, when young iambs at play 
Leap'd o'er yonr puth with animaled pride. 
Or gaz'd in merry clusters by your side? 
Tb who can smile, to wisdom no disgrace. 
At the arch meaning of a kitten's face ; 
If spotless innocence, and infant mirth. 
Excites to praise, or gives reflection birtbj 
In shades like these purauR your lav'nte joy. 
Midst Nature's revels, sports that never oliii. 

A few begin b short but ^^ovoaa twib. 
And indolence abash'ds<<on&iBK%\t« V'*^^'^ 
That uialJeng'd forth, sec thitViev odoM ''^*** 
fmai erery side MssembUng ptejiBSMA ifo»-^ 
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A thousand wily antics mark their stay, 
A Btartinff croud impatient of dela^ . 
Like the iond dove from fearful prison freed. 
Each seems to say, < Gome, let as try onr speed;' 
Away they scour, impetuous, ardent, strong, 
The p^en turf trembling as they bound along; 
Adown the slope, then up the hillock climb. 
Where every molehill is a bed of thyme; 
There panting stop; yet scarcely can refrain; 
A bird, a leaf, will set them off again : 
Or, if a gale with strength unusual blovr, 
Scattering the wild-briar roses into snow. 
Their little limbs increasing efforts try. 
Like the torn flower the foir assemblage fly. 
Ah, fallen rose ! sad emblem of their doomf 
Frail as thyself, they perish while they bloom I 
Though unoffending innocence may plead, 
Though frantic ewes may mourn the savage deed 
Their shepherd comes, a messenger of blood. 
And drives them bleating from their spoi*t8 and 

food. 
Care loads his brow, and pity wrings his heart, 
For lo, the murd'ring Butcher with his curt 
Demands the firstlings of his flock to die. 
And makes a sport of life and liberty I 
His gay companions Giles beholds no more; 
Glos'd are their eyes, their fleeces drench'd in gore; 
Nor can Compassion, with her softest notes. 
Withhold the knife that plunges through th« ir 

throats. 
Down, indignation! hence, ideas foul! 
Away the shocking image from my sml! 
Let kindlier visitants attend my way. 
Beneath approaching Summer's fervid ray ; 
Nor thankless glooms obtrude, nor car*-s uonoy, 
Whilst the sweet theme is universal ]oy. 




—Tie tkf-lari^Reaplrig, Ste^ttaneit^litld, I>airg- 
lliaill,«H^Labl»lTtoftht bani^ThiaiiiliilT.—!fig>Hl 

II. 

Thr Farmer's life diepUyBin every part 

A moral leB«on to the lensuBl liearL 

Though in the lap of plenty, thoaghtftal still, 

He looks bejond the present good or ill ; 

Nor estimates alone one blessing'a wonli, 

From changeful seaBong, or capriciooB eartli; 

But TJews the future wi^ the preaent honra. 

And loohs for f^ures as he loole for showers ; 

For casual as for certain want prppares, 

And round his yard the reeking naystaofc reai^j 

Of clover, bloBsom'd lovely to the sight. 

His team's rich store through many » wiDtrynighL 

Wliat tho' abundance round bis dwelling spreads. 



Thoush ever moist his self-improving meads 
Saiiplj' his dury with a copious Sood, 
And seem to promise unexhAustedfood; 
That promise tails, vhen buried deep in snow. 
And vegetadre juices cease to flow. 
For tiiis, his plough turns up the destic'd lands, 
Wheneo stormy Winter dcairs its fuU. dbma.ivi^'. 
Pot this, the seed minutely smaU be 6Q^«, 
Wb««!^»onDd«iidsweet.thetiTaj lat-civv St'i'**> 
Bntboranlite to Apbil'b cloBipp Ab-I*'' 
Bigb cttinb» the Sun, and dart* Wapo'*'^'^^*''^ 
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Whitens the fresh-dcawn mould, and piorces 

through 
The cnmbrous clods that tamble round the plough. 
O'er heaven's bright azure hence with joyful 

eyes 
The farmer sees dark clouds assembling rise; 
Borne o'er his fields a heavy torrent falU, 
And strikes the earth in hasty driving squalls. 

* Right welcome down,ye precious drops,*ne cries; 
But soon, too soon, the partial blessing flies. 

* Boy, bring thy harrows, try how dtep the rain 
Has f»rc'd its way.' He comes, but co'x.es in vain; 
Dry dust bene>tth the bubbling surface lurks; 
And mocks his pain the more, the more he works: 
Still midst huge clods he plunges on forlorn. 
That laugh his harrows aud the shower to scorn. 
E'en thus the living clod, the stubborn fool 
Resists the stormy lectures of the school, 

Till tried with gentler means, the dunce to please. 
His head imbibes right reason by degrees; 
A 8 when from eve till morning's wakeful hour, 
Li^ht constant rain, evinces secret pow'r. 
And ere the day resumes it^ wonted smiltiS, 
Presents a cheerful easy ta^ik for Giles. 
Down with a touch the mellow'd soil is laid. 
And yon tall crop next claims his timely aid; 
Thither well pleas'd he hies, assured to find 
Wild trackless haunts, and objects to his mind. 
Shot up from broad rank bl *des that droop below 
The nodding wheat-ear foims a grac^ul bow. 
With milky kernels starting lull, weighed down, 
Ere yet the sun hath ting'd its head with browi ; 
Whilst thousands in a flock, for ever gay, 
Loud chirping sparrows welcome on the day, 
And from the mazes of the leafy thorn 
^Jyhpop one by one upon the bending com. 
^^^H||writh a pole assails their close retreats, 

^^"Hnd the grass-grOwu dewy border beats 
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On either aide eomplct^lj orerspread, 
Here branches bend, thei-e corn o'enopg bis head. 
Orpen cOTert, hBJlI Bir thi-oagb the Tarjiog ye.TJ" 
No hours 50 sweet, no scene to bim so dear. 
Here Wisdoi.'s placid c;e delighted bbei 
iiia freqaent intervsls of lonely eSiSe, 
.\nd Tiib one ray hia infant soul iDspirea, 
Just kindling there her nerer-djing fires. 
Whence solitude derivea peculiar ciisrma. 
And beaseu-directed thought his bosom warms. 
Just where the parting bough's light shadows pluy. 
Scarce in the shade, nor in the scorching daj, 
Stretoh'd on the tui] be lies, a peopled bed. 
Where swarming insects Creep around bis bead. 
The small dasC-colonr'd beetle climbE with piin 
O'er tlie smooth plua tain-leaf, a spacious plain 1 
Thence higher stilt, by countless steps convey'd, 
He gsina the Bummit of a chlTeriog blade. 
And flirts his filmj oing^, and looks around, 
BialtiDB in his distance from tlie ground. 
The tender speckled muth here dancing erca 
The vaulting grasshopper of );loB8j gn en. 
And all prolific Sammer'a sporling train. 
Their little lives by variouspowei a Hustain. 
Bat what can unaasinted vision do? 
What, hut recoil where most it would pnrsiie; 
His palient gaie but finish with a sigh, 
When mnsitig waking apeaka the sky-lark n: ,'ii1 
JnatJitarting from the corn she cheerly aiusiS, 
And tnists with conscious pnde her downy wings 
^mi louder breathes, and in the face of day 
HoQDts up, and calls on Giles to mark her way. 
Close to his eves his bnt ha instant bends, 
And forms a friendly telescope, that lends 
Jnst aid enough to dull the glai-ing light. 
And place the wand'ring bird befure his ^li^lit, 
Tet oft beneath a clotid she sweeps along. 
Loattur awiW, yet pours tel \M\e4 s/if^f^ 



26 THE FARMER'S BOY. 

He views the spot^ and as the cloud moves by. 
Again she stretches up the clear blue sky; 
Her form, her motion, undistinguished quite, 
Save when she wheels direct from shade to light; 
The fluttering songstress a mere speck became, 
Like fancy's floating bubbles in a dreatii; 
He sees her yet, but yielding to repose, 
Uu wittingly his jad«a eyelids close. 
Delicious sleep! From sleep who could forbear, 
With no more ^ailt than Giles, and no more care? 
Peace o'er his lumbers waves her guardian wing, 
Nor conscience once disturbs him with a sting; 
He wakes refresh*d from ev'ry trivial pain, 
And takes his pole and brushes round again. 

Its dark-green hue, its sicklier tints all fa'd, 
And rip'ning harvest rustles in the gale. 
A glorious sight, if glory dwells below, 
Where Heaven's munificence makes all the show, 
0*er every field and golden prospect found. 
That glads the ploughman's Sunday morning's 

round. 
When on some eminence he takes his stand. 
To judge the smiling produce of the land. 
Here Vanity slinks back, her head to hide: 
What is there here to flatter human pride? 
The tow'ring fabric, or the dome's loud roar. 
And stedfast colums, may astonish more, 
Where the charm'd gazer long delighted stays. 
Yet trac'd but to the architect the praise; 
Whilst here, the veriest clown that treads the 

sod. 
Without one scruple gives the praise to God; 
And twofold joys possess his raptur'd mind, 
From gratitude and admiration join'd. 

Here, midst the boldest triumphs of her worth, 
Nature herself invites the reapers forth; 

' keen sickle from its twelvemoii\ii's t^st, 
ibiU ai'dour which in ever;f brc^x. 
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From iahnej to ige mlike nppesra. 
When tlia Bnt iheaf iu ploiiif lop aprears. 
No nk* Uk«i here vhM Hanvea in all beatuws — 
Childreocf vwt, for;on tlie bounty flowal 
And enry ootUga Trom the plenteona store 
Beceirei « bnrdea nightlf at its door. [alone: 

Hirkt vhere the gweeping scythe now rjpa 
E»cb Btnrdy mower emoluag and Btrong; 
WhcMB urithliig form meridisji heM defies, 
Btnda o'er hil worb, Bed every aineir tries; 
Prottrates the vtving treaaore at his feet^ 
Bat ipuTB the risiag claier, short and iweet. 
Come, Healtbl come, Jollityl light-footed, cotii«; 
Here bold your rerels, and make this your home 
Each beart awaits and hails you as its own; 
Each m<niteD'd brow, tbat scorns to wearafFoirn: 
Th'nnpeopled dwelling mourns its tenants stray 'd 
XTsB (he domestic laughing dairy-maid 
Hies to the field, the general toil to share. 
HeAnwhile the Farmer quits his elbow-chair, 
Bis cool brick-fli>or. his pitcher, and his ease. 
And braieB the aultry beiims, and gladly sees 
His gates thrown open, and his team abroad, 
The ready group attendaijt on his word, 
To turn the swartfa, the quivering timd tu rear. 
Or ply the haij rale, the land tu cli ar. 
Smnmer's light garb ilaelf now cumbrous groicn, 
Each bis thin doublet in the ehade throws doui: ; 
Vhere oft the mastiff sculks with half-ahut tryu, 
And rOQBeB attheatrangers passing by; 
Whilst unrpatraio'd the social zoQTerse fiovs. 
And every breast Love's powerful impulse kiK.TS 
And rival wits with more than rustic grace 
Confess the presence of a pretty tace. 

Por, lo! encircled there, the lovely Mud, 
III foatb's own bloom and natvie w(i'^«ft&tYvv ''^'> 
Her b»t twrj, divested of her go'", 
Heranakiiigataja of leatker, stoat »&iVt«^^» ' 
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Invidious barrier! wby art thou so high, 
When the slight convering of hrr n^ck slips by 
There half revealing to the eager sight 
Her fall, ripe bosom, exquisitely whift^? 
In many a local tale of harmless mirth, 
And many a jest of momentary birth, 
She bears a part, and as she stops to spf'ak. 
Strokes back the ringlets from her glowing cheek 

Nuw noon gone by, and four declining hour.s. 
The weary limbs relax their boasted powers; 
Thirst rages strong, the fainting spirits fail, 
And ask the sov'reign cordial, home- brew 'd al^; 
Beneath some shelt'ring heap of yellow corn 
Rest the hoop*d keg, and friendly cooling h in, 
That m«icks alike the goblet^s brittle frame. 
Its costlier potions, and its nobler name. 
To Mary first the brimming draught is given 
By toil made welcome as the dews of heaven. 
And never lip that pressM its homely edge 
Has kinder blessings or a heartier pledge. 
Of wholesome viands here a banquet smiles, 
A con^mon cheer for all;~^'eu humble Giles, 
Who joys his trivial services to yield 
Amidst the fragrance of the open field; 
( lit doom'd in suffocating heat to bvar 
The cobweb'd barn's impure and dust) air; 
To ride in murkystate the panting steed, 
Destiu'd aloft th' unloaded grain to tread, 
Where, in his path as heaps on heaps are thrown, 
He rears, and plunges the loose mountain down. 
Laborious task ! with what delight when done 
Both horse and rider greet th' unclouded sun ! 

Yet bv th' uncloud^ sun are hourly bred 
The bold assailants that surrtmnd thine head, 
r patient Ball! and with insulting wing 
~ in thine ears, and dart the piercing sting: 
r behalf the crest-wav'd boughs avail 
than thy short-clipt remiiaxii ol >i v^\, 
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A moHig mocliery, a usetesg nanip, 
A livinp proof of cnieltv and Bhame. 
Shunn to ihe man, vtiatarer fame b>' bore, 
"WTio took from thee iFhat man can ne'er restore, 
Thy »rapon of defence, thj' chiefeBt gnnd. 
When Bwarming flias contending sock thv Mood. 
Nor thine alone the anff'ring, thine the cure, 
The fretfal Ewe bemonns nn equal share; 
1 ormentcd into sores, her head she hides, 
<"»r angrj brushes from her nenr-ahom sides, 
Fann'd in tbe yard, e'en now at closing day, 
Unnily Cots vith marbd impalienco stay. 
And T»iily striving 1« escape their foes, 
Tbep^kichdovn; a pigeons cmrent flowtr. 

lat not enongh that plagues lite [hese moleatf 
Must still another foe annny their rest! 
He comes, the pest and terror uf the yard, 
HIb fiiU-fledg'd progeny*^ imperious guard; 
The Gander;— spiteful, iuaoleut, and bold. 
At the eolt's fixitlocl Ijili'a his daring hnid: 
There, serpent-like, escapes a dreadful blow; 
And straight attAcks a piior defenceless cow : 
Each boob; goose th' nuworthy strife enjoys. 
And hails his prowess «i')i redoubled noise. 
I^en back be (talks, of self-Trnportance full. 
Seizes l^n shaggy iorelop of the bull, 
Till whirl'd alolt he falls; a timely check, 
EnoDgh to dislocaM his wiu-thless neck: 
Forlol o^ old, he hoasts an honour'd wonnd; 
Behold that broken wing that trails the ground! 
Thm (bols ani bravoes kindred pranks pursue; 
As savage qniu;. and of[ as fatal too. 
Happy uie man that foils an envions elf. 
Using the darts ' spleen to serve himself. 
As nien by tnriu the strolling Swine «iTi^;iuga 
The ntmost efforts oi the buUy'a i&^^i 
M'iiow oibbJing wartaiii on the ftvwvteT t wi* 
1m nJnuDe pleasare to n'ls briatVj ^Ai**'. 
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nontly he st^oops, or stretchVl at ease along, 
Enjoys the insults of the gabbling throng. 
That march exalting round his fallen head^ 
As bnman victors trample on their dead, [thoa! 

Still Twilight, welcome! Rest, how sweet art 
Now eve overhangs the western cloud's thick 
The for- stretched curtain of retiring light, [brows 
With fiery treasures fraught; that on the sight 
Flash from its bulging sides, where darkness ours. 
In Fancy's eye, a chain of mould'ring tow'rs; 
Or craggy coasts just rising into view, 
Midst jav'Jins dire, and darts of streaming blue. 
Anon tir'd labourers bless their sheltering home 
When Midnight, and the frightful Tempest come. 
The Farmer wakes, and sees with silent dread 
The angry shafts of Heaven gleam round his bed; 
The bursting cloud reiterated roars, 
Shakes his straw-roof, and jars his bolted doors: 
The slow-wing'd storm along the troubled <*kies 
Spreads its dark course; the winds begin to riaf ; 
And full-leaf 'd elms, his dwelling's shade by day, 
With mimic thunder give its fury way: 
Sounds in his chimney top a doleful peal, 
Midst pouring rain, or gusts of rattling hail; 
With tenfold danger low the tempest bends. 
And quick and strong the sulphrous flame de- 
scends: 
The fright'ned mastiff from his kennel flies, 
And cringes at the door with piteous cries — 
Where now's the trifler? where the child of 
pride? 
These are the moments when the heart is tried I 
Nor lives the man with conscience e'er so clear, 
But feels a solemn, reverential fear; 
Feels too a joy relieve his aching breast, 
'When the spent storm hath howPd itself to rest. 
■fJJ welcouw heats the long continued show'r, 

' sleep protr&cUd, comes with dowWc i^oVt% 




SUMMER, 

OsJm dreung of bHsB bring on tho momine ann. 
For erery baxn ii filled, and Haneit docef 

Nov, ere sveet Summer bids ita long adieu. 
And winds blov keen where Ute the blossom grew, 
ThebosUingdayandjorial night must come, 
me long accnstinn'd teaMt of Haevest-Homb. 
Ko blood' Btain'd Tiolory, in atory brigh^ 
Crd give the philoBophic mind delight! 
No triumph please while mge and deUh destroy: 
ReflecUon Biclcene at the moiistrous jof. 
And where the jo;, if rightljr undersCuod, 
Like cheerful pntige for onivereal good? 
The soul nor check nor doubtful anguish knows. 
But free and pure the grateful current flowB. 
Behold the sound oak table's massy frame 
Bestride the kitchen floor! the unreful dame 
And gen'rons host invite their friends around. 
While all thtkt clear'd the crop, or till'd the gtound, 
Are guests bf right of custom :— old and foang; 
And msnyaneighbouringjeomen join the throng. 
With ortizans that lent their de^i'trons aid. 
When o'er each field theflamiui; enn beams play'd. 
Yet Plent; reigns, and from her boundltss hoard 
Though not one jelly trembles on the board, 
Sapplies the fea^t with all that sense can crave; 
With all that made our great forefathers brave, 
£n the eloy'd mlate countless flavours tried. 
And cooks had Nature's judgment set aside. 
With thanks to HpaTen, and tales of rustic lore, 
fHie manaion echoes when the banquet s o'er 
A wider circle spreads, and smiles abound, 
As quick the frothing horn performs its round ; 
Garb's mono! foe; that sprightl; joys impart< 
To cheer the fiame and elevate their hearts. 
Here, fresh and brown, the hazel's produce li';? 
In tempting heaps, and peals of laoghteT tvsk. 
And crtcliling Music, with the {reqvimX&oTiit, 
Uoheeded bear tho midnight huoc b&oq^ 
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Here once a year Distinction low'rs its crest, 
The master, servant, and the merry guest, 
Are equal all; and round the happy ring 
The reaper's eyes exulting glances fiini;, 
And, warm'd with gratitude, he quits hia place. 
With sun- burnt hands and ale-enliven d £u;e, 
Refills the jug his houour d host to tend, 
To serve at once the master and the friend; 
Proud thus to meet his siuiies, to share his tale. 
His nuts, his conversation, and his ale. 

Such were tbe days — of days loBg past I sing. 
When Pride gave place to Mirth without a sting ; 
Ere tyrant customs strength sufficient bore 
To violate the feelings of tlie poor ; 
To leave them di£)tanc'd in the mad'ninff race 
Where'er Refinement shews its hated face : 
Nor causeless hatred ; — tis the peasant's curse. 
That hourly makes his wretched station worse 
(2) Destroys life's intercourse; the social plan 
That rank to rank cements, as man to man: 
Wealth flows around him, fashion lordly reigns: 
Yet poverty is his, and mental pains. 

Methinks I hear the mourner thus impart 
The stifled murmurs of his wounded heart: 
* Whence come this change, ungracious, irksome, 

cold; 
Whence the new grandeur that mine eyes behold ? 
The wind'ning distatice which I daily see? 
Has W'ealth done this? — then Wealth's a foe (xi 

me; 
Foe to our rights; then leaves a pow'rfal fev/ 
The paths of emulation to pursue:-— 
For emulation stoops to us no more: 
Tbe hope of humble industry is o'er; 
The blameless hope, the cheering sweet presage 
comfort for declining age. 
JK>D8 share from this paternal hand 
wiib the iabours oi vbe lua^^ 
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No ; tho' iadulgeal Heaven ib bleaung deign*, 
Wheie's the small farm to *dH my scanly means 
Content, tbe Poet sings, vilb ue lesidrB ; 
Id lonely coin like mine tbe damsel hides ; 
Aod will he then in raptur'd vamm tell 
That sweet CoDtenl vit^ Want can em dvell. 
A bajley loaf, 'tia true, my tahle crowns, 
That faat iliminishing in lust; rounds. 
Stops Nature's cravings ; yet hei sighs will floH 
From knowing this, — that once it was not so. 
Otu annual fea,3t, when Earth her plenty yields. 
When crown'd with boughs the last load quib' the 

fields, 
Tbo aspect sdll of ancient joy puts on , 
Tba aspect only, with the substance gone : 
The seir-same Honi is stiti at our commaiid, 
But serves none now but the plebeian hand : 
For AmiK-irtiD'ri Aie, neglectw and debaa'd, 
Is quite discarded Erom the lealma of taste. 
Where unaffected Freedom charm'd the soul, 
The uparaU table and the costly bowl. 
Cool as the blast that checks the budding SpHng 
A mockery of gladness round them fling. 
For oh the Fanner, ere his heart approves. 
Yields up the custom which he dearly loves : 
Refinraient forces on him like a tide ; 
Bold innovations down its current ride. 
That bear no peace beneath their showy dresa, 
Nor add one tit^e to his happiness. 
His guests selected ; rank's punctilios known ; 
What trouble waits upon a casual frown I 
Aestiaiot's font manacles his pleasures maim ; 
Selected guests selected phrases claim : 
Nor reigns that joy, when hand in hand they join 
That good old Master felt in shaking mine. 
Heaven bleas his memtKy! bless nu Voiiao,'C&. 

('llu poor wUl speak his laaUng vicM'iil ^ami -^ 
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To souls fiur-purpos'd strength and guidancr gi 
In pity to us still let goodness live : 
Let labour have its due ! my cot shall be 
From chilling want and guilty murmurs free : 
Let labour have its due ; — then peace is mine, 
And never, never shall my heart repine.' 
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ARQVMEWi. 

■ Hogs in (*< wood.^Wkeat-mnnng.-'Tke Churt: .^ 
FiUagt girts,r-i'he mad girU^Tke bird-boy^t htU.—Duar- 
ptintmeiUti r^/leetUms, fie. — Button-hall. ^Pox-kn»tvig.~ 
Wd Tiwme tr,r^Lomg niglUt.—A weleom* to tVinirr. 

III. 

Agattv, the year's decline, midst storms and floods, 
The thund'ring chase, the yellow fading woods, 
Invite my song ; that fain would boldly tell 
Of upland coverts, and the echoing dell. 
By turns resounding loud, at eve and morn 
The swineherd's hsuloo, or the huntsman's horn. 
No more the fields with scatter'd grain supply 
The restless wand'ring tenants of the sty ; 
From oak to oak they run with eager haste. 
And wrangling share the first delicious taste 
Of fallen Acorns ; yet but thinly found 
Till the strong gale have shook them to the ground. 
It comes ; and roaring woods obedient wave : 
Their home well pleas'd the joint ad venturersleave . 
The trudging sow leads forth her numerous youn<,s 
Playful, and white, and clean, the briars amon^, 
Till briars and thorns increasing, fence them round, 
Where last year's mould'ring leaves bestrew the 

ground. 
And o'er their heads, loud lash'd by furious squalls. 
Bright from their cups the rattling treasure falls ; 
Hot thirsty food ; whence doubly sweet and cool 
The welcome margin of some Tus\\-^viTk -^o^. 
The mid duck's lonely haunt, wV\08ft '^e^o>ift ^'S^ 
Guards every point ; who sits pre^t Oi t» ^^ 
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Oq the calm bosom of her little take, 
Too closely screened for ruffian winds to shake ; 
And as the bold intruders press around. 
At once she starts, and rises with a bound 
With bristles rais'd the sudden noise they hear, 
And ludicrously wild, and wing'd with fear, 
The herd decamp with more than swinish speed 
And snorting dash thro* sed?e, and rush, and reed ; 
Through tanglin? thickets headlong on they go, 
Then stop, and listen for their fancied foe ; 
The hmomost still the growing panic spreads. 
Repeated fright the first alarm succeeds. 
Till Folly's wages, wounds and thorns, they reap : 
Yet glorjring in their fortunate escape. 
Their groundless terrors by degrees soon cease, 
And Night's dark reign restores their wonted peace* 
For now the gaJe subsides, and from each bough 
The roosting pheasant's short but frequent crow 
Invites to rest ; and huddling side by side, 
The herd in closest ambush seek to hide ; 
Seek some warm slope with shagged moss 

o'erspread, 
Dry'd leaves tneir copious covering and their bed. 
In vain may Giles, thro' gathering glooms that fall, 
And solemn silence, urge his piercing call : 
Whole days and nights they tarry midst their store, 
Nor quit the woods till oaks can yield no more. 

Beyond bleak Winter's rage, beyond the Spring 
That rolling Earth's unvarying course will bring. 
Who tills the ground looks on with mental eye, 
And sees nex Summer's sheaves and cloudles<« 
And even now, whilst Nature's beauty dies, [sky ; 
Deposits Seed, and bids new harvests rise; 
Seed well prepar'd, and warm'd with glowing lime, 
Gainst earth-ored grubs, and cold, and lapse of 
time : 
^i^r searching frosts and various \\\a \Tvva.d«, 
^^hilst wintry moiAh^ depress tV\e sipnii^tv^XAaAft. 



The plough moves heavily, and itiong tlie loil, 
Aod cloggmg harrows nith augmeuted toil 
Dive deep : and clinging iniies with ihe mould 
A ratt'aiog treasure from the nightly fuld. 
And all the cow-yard's highly valud alore. 
That late beslrew'd the blacten'd surface o'er. 
No idlinf hours are here, when Fancy trims 
Hei dancing taper over outstretch 'd hmbs. 
And in hei thousand thousand coloura dreal, 
Plays round the graaay couch of noontide rest ; 
Here GiUi for hours of idleness atones 
With strong eiertion, and with weary bones, 
And knows no leisure i tUl the distant chime 
Of Sabbath bells he hears at sermaa time. 
That dawn the brook sound sweetly in the gale, 
Or strike the rising hill, or skim the dale. 

Nor his alone the sweets of ease (o taste ; 
Kind rest eitenJs to all ; — save one poor beast. 
That tme to time and pace, is doom'd to plod. 
To bring Ihe Pastor to the House or God ; 
Heim Btiuclure ; where no bones of heroes lie I 
The rude ioelegance of poverty 
Beigns here alone : else why that roof of straw I 
Tfaoee narrow windows with the frequent flaw 1 
O'er whose low cells the dock and mallow Bpreadj 
And rampant oettles lift the'apiry head, 
Whilst fjrom the hollows of Ihe tower on high 
The grey-cap'd daws [o saucy legions fly. 

Kound these low walls assembling neighbours 



■igi., 

Soeweach Cie spot where he himself must lie. 
Midst timelv greetings village news goes round, 
Uf crops late shorn, or crops tltUi'U<^>bb^(»,'Q&. 
Ei/jarienc'd ploughmen m ftve twcV. y«> \ 
While «unly boys, in teaX* at »Uen^ M> *»»»■ 
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With pride elate their young associates brave 
To jump from hollow-sounding grave tu grave ; 
Then close consulting, each his talent lends 
To plan fresh sports when tedious service ends. 
Hither at times, with cheerfulness of soul, [stroll. 
Sweet village Maids from neighbouring hamlets 
That like the light-heel'd does o'er lawns that rove, 
Look shyly curious ; rip'ning into love ; 
For love's their errand : hence the tints that glow 
On either cheek, an heightened lustre know : 
When, conscious of their charms, e'en Age looks 

sly. 
And rapture beams from Youth's observant eye. 

The pride of such a party, Nature's pride. 
Was lovely Poll ;♦ who innocently tried, 
With hat of air}* shape and ribands gay, 
Love to inspire, and stand in Hymen's way : 
But, ere her twentieth summer could expand. 
Or youth was render'd happy with her hand. 
Her mind's serenity was lost and gone. 
Her eye grew languid, and she wept alone ; 
Yet causeless seem'd her grief; for quick restrain'd. 
Mirth foUow'd loud, or indignation reign'd : 
Whims wild and simple led her from her home.. 
The heath, the common, or the fields to roam : 
Terror aad joy alternate rul'd her hours ; 
Now blithe she sung, and gather'd useless flow'rs ; 
Now pluck'd a tender twig from every bough. 
To whip the hovering demons from her brow. 
Ill-fated Maid ! thy guiding spark is fled. 
And lastin? wretchedness awaits thy bed— 
Thy bed of straw ! for mark, where even now 
O'er their lost child afflicted parents bow ; 
Their woe she knows not, but perversely coy. 
Inverted customs yield her sullen joy ; 
Her midnight meals in secresy she takes, 

mattering to the moon, that rising breaks 

* !iiary Kayiwr, of IxworthTbor^. 





ThroBgh nigbt's dart gloom —oh, how much 

H*T mght, that knows of no returning d»WQ > — 
Slow from the tbresbaM, once ber intut mU, 
O'er the cold rartb she crawla to her retreat ; 
Quittuig the cot'a warm wallg nnhoua'd to lie, 
Or ihtre the swiae'a impure and narrow sty ; 
The dajnp oigtil air her shivering limbs aasaiJa ; 
In dreams she caoaos, and tancied wrongs bewails. 
When moraiDg wakee, none earlier rous'd than 



Or aoothg ber breast, or stops her atrei 
Her matted locks unoraamented Row ; 
Clasping her knees, and wavia| to and fio ; — 
Her head bow'd down, her faded cheeks to hide ; — 
A piteons mourner by the pathway side. 
Bome tutted molehill through the livetong day 
She calls her throne ; there weepa het lift away ; 
And oft the gaily passing slianger alaya 
Hia well-tim d step, and takes a ailent gaie. 
Till sympathetic drops unbidden start. 
And pangs qmckspnngingmuster round his hearti 
And soft he treads with other gaiers round. 
And fain would catch her sorrow'a plaintive bdiumI : 
One word alone is all that strikes the ear, 
One short, pathetic, simple word, — Oh itati 
A thousand times repeated to the wind, 
That wafts the sigh, but leaves the pang behind ! 

For ever of the proffer'd parley shy. 
She heats th' unwelcome foot advancing nigh ; 
Nor quite unconscious of her wretched plight. 
Gives one sad look, and hurries out of sight — 

Fair piomis'd auabeanu of tetrestnal bliss, 
Health's ealtant hopes, — andu«^dvnX.^>l'^'a•^ 
For ID /ifi'a road thought tiwrms iotttA».tA ^a" ' 
TbemiiW are joys poor PoW catitifiCT^-oB" , 



I 
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Joys which the gaj companions of her pnme 
Sip, as they drift along the stream of time ; 
At eve to hear beside their tranquil home 
The lifted latch, that speaks the lover come : 
That love matured, next playful on the knee 
To press the velvet Up of infancy ; 
To stay the tottering step, the features trace ; — 
Inestimable sweets of social peace ! 

O Thou, who bidst the vernal juices rise! 
Thou, on whose blasts autumnal foliage flies ! 
Let Peace ne'er leave me, nor my heart grow cold. 
Whilst life and sanity are mine to hold. [seed. 

Shorn of their flow'rs that shed th* untreasur'd 
The withering pasture, and the fading mead. 
Less tempting grown, diminish more and more. 
The dairy's pride ; sweet Summer's flowing store. 
New cares succeed, and gentle duties press. 
Where the fire-side, a school of tenderness. 
Revives the languid chirp, and warms the blood 
Of cold-nipt weaklings of the latter brood. 
That from the shell just bursting into day. 
Through yard or pond pursue their vent'rous way. 

Far weightier cares and wider scenes expand ; 
What devastation marks the new-sown land ! 
' Froi]| hungry woodland foes go, Giles, and guard 
The ruiiig wheat ; ensure its great reward : 
A future sustenance, a Summer's pride. 
Demand thy vigilance : then be it tried : 
Exert thy vcace, and wield thv-shodess gun : 
Go, tarry there from morn till setting sun.* 

Keen blows the blast, or ceaseless rain descends j 
The half-stript hedge a sorry shelter lends. 
O for a Hovel, e*er so small or low. 
Whose roof, repelling winds and early snow 
Might bring home's comforts fresh before his eyes! 
No sooner thought, than see the structure rise. 
In some sequester'd nook, embank'd around. 
Soda for its iiralis, and straw in burdens \>o\«Av 
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And circling smoke obscuiea his little ooor ; 
Whence creejBng fcrth, to duty's calls he yields, 
And strolb tlie Cruoe of the lonely fields. 
On whitethorns tow'ring, and the leafless raee, 
A frost-nipt feast in bright vermilion glows i 
Where olusl'ring sloes in glossy order rise, 
He crops the loaded hranch ; a cumb'rous priie ; 
And o'er the flaioe the spun'ring fruit he rests. 
Placing green sods la seat his coming guests ; 
|] is gueitfi by promise ; playmatesy o ung and gay :— 
Bat ah ! fttsh pontnKi lure Iheir steps away I 
He sweeps his hearth, and homeward looks in vain, 
Till feelmg Disappointment's cruel pain. 
His hiij revels are eichang'd for rage, 
Hia banqnel man'd, grown dull his hennitage. 
The Held becomes his prison, till on high 
Benighted birds to shades and coverts fly. 
Midst air, health, daylight, csji he prisoner be } 
If fields are prisons, where is Liberty 1 
Here still she dwells, and here her votaries stroU; 
Bui disappoiated hope untunes the soul : 
Bestraints unfelt whilst hours of rapture flow. 
When troubles press, to chains and barriers grow. 

Look then from trivial up to greater woes : 
From the poor bird-boy with his roasted sloes, 
To where the diingeou'd mournei heaves the sigh ; 
Where not one cheering sunbeam meets his eye. 
Though ineffectuaJ pity chine may be, 
No wealth, no pow'r, to set the captive free^ 
Though only to thy ravish'd light is given 
The golden path that Howard trod to heaven ; 
Thy slights can make the wretched more forlorn. 
And deeper drive affliction's barbed thorn. 
Say not. • I'U come and cheer thy gloomy cell 
With news of dearest friends jhaui ^i»i,^itfw«^\ 
I'll be a joyful herald to tVaTieV«a.tV\ 
Tbea Ail, and plAy toe woivVAwa wSarf*^^- 
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To sip flat pleasures from thy glaw's brim, 
And waste the precious hour that's due to him 
In mercy spare the base unmanly blow : 
Where can he turn, to whom complain of yon ? 
Back to past jojrs in vain his thoughts may stray, 
Trace and retrace the beaten worn-out way. 
The rankling injury will pierce his breast. 
And curses on thee break his midnight rest. 

Bereft of song, and ever-cheering green. 
The soft endearments of the Summer scene. 
New harmony pervades the solemn wood. 
Dear to the soul, and healthful to the blood : 
For bold exertion follows on the sound 
Of distant sportsmen, and the chiding hound ; 
First heard from kennel bursting, mad with joy. 
Where smiling Euston boasts her good Fitzroy, 
Lord of pure alms, and gifts that wide extend ; 
The farmer's patron, and the poor man's friend. 
Whose mansion glitt'ring with the eastern ray. 
Whose elevated temple, points the way, 
O'er slopes and lawns, the park's extensive pride, 
To where the victims of the chase reside. 
Ingulf'd in earth, in conscious safety warm. 
Till lo ! a plot portends their coming harm. 

In earliest hours of dark unhood^ morn, 
Ere yet one rosy cloud bespeaks the dawn, 
Whilst far abroad the Fox pursues his prey. 
He's doom'd to risk the perils of the day. 
From his strong hold block'd out ; perhaps to bleed , 
Or owe his life to fortune or to speed. 
For now the pack, impatient rushing on, 
Range through the darkest coverts one by one ^ 
Trace every spot ; whilst down each noble glade 
That guides the eye beneath a changeful shade. 
The loit'ring sportsman feels th' instinctive flame. 
And checks his steed to mark the sprmging game. 
iDtersecting cuts and w\ndm^ ^^'^* 
Dtsman cheers his dogs, wiA Kiix\o\» fta«^ 
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Where every qbitoji riding, even shorn 
(liteg buck (he echo of his mellcnv ham : 
'i'ill freah Bad li^hlsoms, every power uatned, 
The atartiag fugitive lea.pa by bis ade. 
His lifted finger to hia ear he plies. 
And the view halloo bids a chorus riia 
Of di^ q uick-monlh'd, and Bbouls thai mingle loud, 
As bunting Ihnnder rolls from cloud to cloud. 
With ears erect, and chest of vigorous mould. 
O'er ditch, o'er fence, unconquerably bold. 
The shiaing courser lengthens every bound. 
And his strougfoot-locks suck the moi^ten'dgrauiul. 
As from the conSaes of the wood they pour. 
And joyous villages partake tlie roar, 
O'ei heath far stretca'd, oidown, oi ralley low. 
The niff-liiiib'd peasant, glorying in the show, 
Puraues in vain ; where youth itself soon tires. 
Spate of the transports that the chase ins^Hres ; 
¥oi who umnouQted long can chaim the eye, 
Or hear the music of the leading cry I 

Poor faithful Trmneiri thou canst lead no more ( 
All thy fatigues and all thy tnumpbs o'er ! 
Triumphs (d worth, whose honorary fame 
Was still to follow true the hunted game ; 
Beneath enormous oaks, Brilannia'a bOBHt, 
In thick impenetrable coverts lost, 
When the warm pack in fault'iiog silence Hood, 
Thine was the uote Chat lous'd the list'ning wood. 
Rekindling every joy with tenfold force. 
Through all the maies of the laialed coune. 
Still foremost thou the daabing stream to cross. 
And tempt along the animated horse ; 
Foremost o'er fen or level mead to pass, 
And sweep the shaw'ring dew-drops from the grass; 
Tbeu bright emerging from the mists below 
To climb the woodland hill's eiuViin^ \j\o* . 

Pndaafthy race I with worth far VtmbKulliuab. 
Fall many iiuman leadtra dail^ shica^ 
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Less faith, less constancy, less generous zeal i — * 
Then no disgrace mine humble verse shall feel. 
Where not one lying line to riches bows, 
Or poison'd sentiment from rancour flows ; 
Nor flowers are strewn around Ambition's car : — 
An honest dog's a nobler theme by far. 
Each sportsman heard the tidings with a sigh, 
When Death's cold touch had stopt his tuneful cry ; 
And though high deeds, and fair exalted praise, 
In memory liv'd, and flowed in rustic lays, 
Short was the strain of monumental woe : 
• Foxes rejoice ! here buried lies your foe/* 

In safety hous'd throughout Night's lengthening 
reign. 
The Cock sends forth a loud and piercing strain ; 
More frequent as the glooms of midnight flee. 
And hours roll round that brought him liberty. 
When summer's early dawn, mild, clear, and bright, 
Chas'd quick away the transitory night : — 
Hours now in darkness veil'd ; yet loud the scream 
Of Geese impatient for the playful stream ; 
And all the teather'd tribe imprison'd raise 
Their morning notes of inharmonious praise ; 
And many a clamorous Hen and cockrel gay, 
When daylight slowly through the fog breaks way. 
Fly wantonly abroad : but ah, how soon 
The shades of twilight follow hazy noon, 
Short'ning the busy day ! — day that slides by 
Amidst th' unfinish'd toils of Husbandry ; 
Toils still each mom resum'd with double care, 
To meet the icy terrors of the year ; 
To meet the threats of Boreas undismay'd. 
And V^interU gathering frowns and hoary head. 

Then welcome, cold ; welcome, ye snou;)/ nights ! 
Heaven midst your rage shall mingle pure delights 
And confidence of hope the soul sustain, 
fVhj'Je devastation sweeps along lVv% ^l«ki *. 
• loBcrtbed on a itone in Euston P«t>L ^m^ 




Nor sh&l] Lhc chiM of poverty despair, 
Bi^ bl«8B THE Pownndiit rulea the thangiHg i/ctir ; 
Assui'd — though boiTOn round hie cottwe reiga — 
That Spring will ooioe, uid Nuure smll* igaio. 
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Ttudertuu to cattle.— Proxen tumtpt.—The cowyard.^Nigkt. 
—The finrm-'koute.'-Pire-nde. — Farmer*a advice and inttrup' 
ti/mt—HtglUly caret of the stable.— Dobbin^— The pott-horte. 
Siteep-ttetmi^ dogt^—WaUu oecationed thertbg.—The ghott. 
-Lamb tinte.r—Relumimf Spring.— CoHclusUn. 

IV. 

With kindred pleasures mov'd, and cares opprest« 

Sharing alike our weariness and rest ; 

Who lives the daily partner of our hours. 

Thro' every change of heat, and frost, and show'rs ; 

Partakes our cheerful meals, partaking first 

In mutual labour and in mutual thirst ; 

The kindly intercourse will ever prove 

A bond of amity and social love. 

To more than man this generous warmth extends. 

And oft the team and shiv'ring herd befriends ; 

Tender solicitude the bosom fills. 

And Pi^ executes what Reason wills : 

Youth learns compassion's tale from every tongue. 

And flies to aid the helpless and the young. 

When now, unsparing as the scourge of war, 
Blasts follow blasts, and groves dismantled roar. 
Around their home the storm-pinch'd Cattle lowb, 
No nourishment in frozen pastures grows ; 
Yet frozen pastures every mom resound 
With fair abundance thund'ring to the ground. 
For though on hoary twigs no buds peep out. 
And e en the hardy bramble cease to sprout, 
lb dread Winter's level sheets of snow 
t nuUitious Turnip devgns U> ^ovi. 
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Till now tmperioiu waul aad wide-<pread lieanh 
Bid Labour claim her treasures from Ibe earth. 
On G1LK8, ami sucb u Giles, the laboui iallt, 
To Btrew UiB frequent load where hunger c^ls. 
On driving galea aharp hail indignant flies, 
And tieet, mora iilKinie stili, astails his eyea ; 
Snow elegi Ui feet ; or if do aaow is seen. 
Dm Geld with all its juicj itton to screen, 
Deep goe* the fraat, tilt every root is found 
A nlluB mtai of ice upon the ground. 
No tentiei ewe can break her nightly fast. 
Not heiier itrong be^n the cold repast. 
Till Gila wtlh pond^UB beetle foremost go, 
And acatt'ring aplinleis fly at every blow ; 
When preDsing round him eager for Che priie. 
From their mat breath warm eihalationi hse. 

ir DOW in beaded rows drops deck the spray. 
While Fheebus jfuUs a momentary ray. 
Let but a cloud^e broad shadow intervene, 
And Hifien'd into gems the drops are seen ; 
And down the fuiraw'd oak's broad southern side 
Strsama of dissolving rime no longer glide. 

Though Night approaching bids for rest prepare, 
Still the flail echoes through the frosty air, 
Nor Bto[8 till deepest shaile* of darkness come. 
Sending at leoeth the wear^ labourer home. 
From him, with bed and nightly food supplied. 
Throughout the yard, huus'd round on every Bute. 
Deep-plunging Cows their rustling feast enjoy. 
And snatch aweel mouthfuls from the passing boy. 
Who moves unseen beneath hia trailing load, 
Fills the tall recks, and leaves a scatter'd rood ; 
Where oft the swine from ambush warm and dry 
Bolt out. and scamper headlong to iheir sly, 
When Gtffi. with well-kncwn voice, already there, 
Deigns them a portion of his evening care. 

Him, iho' the cold may pieic«,a.iii\avoin«w*^>.'^'> 
Sacceediag hours shall cheer with vi &mA^v axt& i>aV 
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Gladness to spread, and raise the gralt-ful smile, 
He hurls the faggot bursting from the pile, 
And many a log and rifted trunk conveys. 
To heap the fire, and to extend the blaze 
That quiv'ring strong through every opening flies. 
Whilst smoky columns unobstructed rise. 
For the rude architect, unknown to fame 
(Nor symmetry nor elegance his aim). 
Who spreads his floors of solid oak on high. 
On beauns rough-hewn, from age to age that lie. 
Bade his widejabric unimpair'd sustain 
Pomona's store, and cheese, and golden grain -, 
Bade from its central base, capacious laid. 
The well-wrought chimney rear its lofty head ; 
Where since hath many a savoury ham been stor'J, 
And tempests howl'd, and Christmas gambols 

roar'd. 
Flat on th^A«art^ the glowing embers lie. 
And flames rSlieted dance in every eye : 
There the long billet, forc'd at last to bend. 
While frothing sap^gushes at either end. 
Throws-round its Welcome heat: — the ploughman 

smiles. 
And oft the joke runs hard on sheepish Giles, 
Who sits joint tenant of the comer-stool, 
The converse sharine, though in duty's school ; 
For now attentively tis his to hear 
Interrogations from the Master's chair. [fled, 
' Left ye your bleating charge, when daylight 
Near where the haystack lifts its snowy head ? 
Whose fence of bushy furze, so close and warm. 
May stop the slanting bullets of the storm. 
For, harK ! it blows ; a dark and dismal night : 
Heaven guide the trav'Uer's fearful steps aright * 
Now from the woods, mistrustful and sharp-ey'd. 
The Fox in silent darkness seems to glide, 
BteaJ^g around us, list'ning as he goes, 
y-eJiaBce the Cock or stamm'iing cocVewX o.tqw^, 




OrGooM, or nodding Dnck, iboald ifarUiBjerj, 
As if apprii'd of luriug danger nisfa : 
DeatructioD waits them, Gila, if t ei jaa fail 
To bolt their doon igunst the drinnc gait. 
Strew'd jrou (Mill mindful of Ih' nnsheller'd head) 
BnrdeasofMraw, tiUe cattle'i welcoms bed) [see. 
Thine hean ihauld feel, what than niaj'al houily 
Thai duiif'i twiii u hunwiuly. 
Of paia's uDsavoDrj cup thou^ thou roay'it tasM 
(Tha wrath of Winter from the bleak north-cad), 
Thioe Dtmost sulieriags in the eoldeel iij 



Full many a bark lides down the neighb'nDg coast, 
Wbare the liii;h northern wave* tremeadoui roar. 
Drove down by blasts from Norway's icy ihoic. 
The Sea-boy therei less fortitnate tnon thou, 
Feela all thy pains in al) the Kusa that blow : 
His freennghinds now drenchd, now dry, by turns; 
Now lost, DOW seen, the distant light that bums, 
On soroe tall cliff upnis'd, a flaming guide, 
That throws its fiieadly radiance o'er tha tide. 
His labours cease not with declining day. 
But toils and perils mark his watry way ; 
And whilst in peaceful dreams secure ih lis, 
The ruthlen whirlwinds rage along the sky. 
Round hie head whistling ; — and shalt thon icpiiie. 
While this protecting roof still shelters thine r 

Mild, as the Temal show'r, his wordj pravul. 
And aid the moral precept of his tale : 
Ha wand'ring hearers learn, arul narkoip 
ThcH* first ideas of the reHlesa deep ; 
And, as the opening mind a circuit biei. 
Present felicitias in value rise. 
Incnasing pleanusa ev«j hour they find. 
The warmth more precious, and tha «k«\\et >En&\ 
Warmth tlial knur nwning lud* t!te v]B\i£^dn*« 
At tbn>Bgb tbe bbod lU bolin) 'm&<i«ucft ^kk. 



30 THE FARMER'S BOY. 

When tlie cheer'd heart forgets fatigues and cares. 
And drowsiness aJone dominion bears. 

Sweet then the ploughman's slumbers, hale and 
When the last topic dies upon his tongue ; [young. 
Sweet then the bliss his transient dreams inspire. 
Till chilblains wake him, or the snapping fire : 

He starts, and ever thoughtful of Iiis team. 
Along the gUtt'ring snow a feeble gleam 
Shoots from his lantern, as he yawning goes 
To add fresh comforts to their night's repose ; 
Diffusing fragrance as their food he moves 
And pats the jolly sides of those he loves. 
Thus full replenished, perfect ease possest, 
From night till morn alternate food and rest. 
No rightful cheer withheld, no sleep debarred. 
Their each day's labour brings its sure reward. 
Yet when from plough or lumb'ring cart set free. 
They taste awhue the sweets of liberty : 
E'en sober Dobbin lifts his clumsy heels 
And kicks, disdainful of the dirty wheels : 
But soon, his frolic ended, yields a?ain 
To trudge the road, and wear the cUnking chain. 

Short-sighted Dobbin ! — thou canst only see 
The trivial hardships that encompass thee : 
Thy chains were freedom, and thy toils repose. 
Could the poor post-horse tell thee all his woes ; 
Shew thee nis bleeding shoulders, and unfold 
The dreadful anguish he endures for gold ; 
Hired at each cadi of business, lust, or rage, 
That prompt the trav'ller on from stage to stage. 
Still on his strength depends their boasted speed ; 
For them his limbs grow weak, his bare ribs bleed ; 
And though he ^oaning quickens at command. 
Their extra shillmg in &e rider's hand 
Becomea his bitter scourge : — 'tis he must feel 
The double efforts of the lash and steel ; 
Tj]] wheo, up hill, the destined inn he gains, 
And trembling under comp\ic«Xed ^^Jm&> 
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Pnnw from his aoMrile, dartiiig on Ihe grouDd, 
Hii breath emitted Boats in clonds arouDd: 
DropA chase each other down his chest and 9id£fl, 
And spatter'd mud hia native colour hides : 
Through his swoln veins Ihe boiling torrent flows, 
And ever; nerve a separate torture knows. 
His harness loosed, he nelcoines eager-eyed 
The pail's full draught that quivers by his side ; 
And joys to see the well-known stable door. 
As the Etarv'd mariner the friendly shore. 

Ah, well for him if her« his surHngs ceas'd, 
And ample houis of rest his paina appeas'd ! 
But rous d again, and sternly bade to rise. 
And shake refreshing slumber from his eyas. 
Ere his exhausted spirits can return. 
Or through his frame reviving ardour burn, 
Cone forth he must, tho'limping, maim'd, and sore ; 
He hears the whip ; the chaise is at the door : — 
The collar tjghtens, and again he feels 
His half-heal d wounds inflam'd; again Ihe wheels 
With tiresome sameness in his ears resound , 
O'er blinding dust, or miles of flinty ground. 
Thus nightly robb'd, and injur'd day by day, 
His piece-meal murd'rers wear his life away. 

Whatsay'sttbou.Dobbin! what though hounds 
With open jaws Ihe moment of Ihy fate, [await 
No better fal* attends kit public race ; 
HiA life is misery and his end disgrace. 
Then freely bear thy burden to Ihe mill ; 
Obey but one short law,— thy driver's will. 
ASection, to thy memory ever true. 
Shall boast of mighty loads thai Dobbin drew ; 
And back to childhood shall the mind with prida 
Recount thy gentleness in many a ride 
To pond, or field, or village fair, when Ihou 
Held'sl high thv braided mane and cam(^-j\n<v«~i 
Aod oft the tale shall rise to \iame\^ faros 
Vpoa Uiy gen'rous spirit and Aj nwao. 
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Though faithful to a proverb, we regard 
The midnight chieftain of the fanner's yard. 
Beneath whose guardianship all hearts rejoice. 
Woke by the echo of his hollow voice ; 
Yet as the Hound may fault'ring quit the pack. 
Snuff the foul scent, and hasten yelping back; 
And e'en the docile Pointer know disgrace. 
Thwarting the gen'ral instinct of his race ; 
E'en so the Mastiff, or the meaner Cur, 
At times will from the path of duty mt 
(A pattern of fidelity by day; 
By night a murderer, lurking for his prey) ; 
And round the pastures or the fold will creep. 
And, coward-like, attack the peaceful sheq) ; 
Alone the wanton mischief he pursues. 
Alone in reeking blood his jaws imbrues ; 
Chasing amain his frighten'd victims round. 
Till death in wild confusion strews the ground ; 
Then wearied out, to kennel sneaks away. 
And licks his guilty paws till break of day. 

The deed discover d, and the news once spread, 
Vengeance hangs o'er the unknown culprit's head : 
And careful Shepherds extra hours bestow 
In patient watchings for the common foe ; 
A foe most dreaded now, when rest and peace 
Should wait the season of the flock's increase. 

In part these nightly terrors to dispel, 
GiUif ere he sleeps, his little Flock must tell. 
From the fire-side with many a shru|^ he hies. 
Glad if the full-orb'd Moon salute his eyes, 
And through the unbroken stillness of the night 
Shed on hs path her beams of cheering light. 
With sauntering step he climbs the distant stile. 
Whilst all around hrni wears a placid smile: 
There views the white-rob'd clouds in clusters dnv'n, 
And all the glorious pageantry of heav'n. 
Low, on the utmost bound'ry of the si^t, 
^<be rising vapours catch the wivet Vk%V\ > 
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Thence Fancy nMaiuree, as thej pining fly. 
WLIch fint will Ihnnv iU shaxlow on (he eye. 
Pmiiig the source of Ught> and thence awav. 
Succeeded quick by biifhlet Btill than they. 
For yet above theee wafted clouds are aeeti 
(In a nmoter aky, atUl more serene) 
Olhen, detach'd in nnges through the air, 
SpotlesB as BQow, and countless as they're fair ; 
Scatter'd immeosely wide from east to west. 
The beauteous 'semblance of a Flock at rest. 
These, to the raptnr'd miad, aloud proclaim 
Their HiGDTT Shepherd 'a everlasting Name. 

Whilst Ihus Ihe loit'rei's utmost stretch of soul 
Climbs the still clouds, or passes those that roll, 
And loos'd Imaginatiim soaring fOes 
High o'er his home, and all his little woes. 



TOW laue, well known by day. 



When, lo! an object frightful to behold; 
A gnsly Sfhtiee, clolh^ in silver-gray. 
Around whose feet the waving shadows play, 

c.__j_;_i.- .11 iT_ _.. ._ anj not a breath 

IS almost to death. 
Loud the owl halloos o'er his head unseen ; 
All else is nleat, dismally serene : 
Some prompt ejaculation whisper'd low. 
Yet heart hun up against the threat'ning foe ; 
And thus pooi Giles, though half ioclin'd to Hv, 
Hutten his donbis, and strains his steadfast eye. 
'*n>nolmy crimes thou com'st here to reprove; 
No mnrdoiRain my soul, no perjur'd love: 
If ibou'rt indeed what here thou seem'st ta 1». 
Thy diaadfiil oumod cannol leacXi >a tnt. 
Bjr pneaH Isueht Hill to tnia».rttA «nMi e-'^>*. 
SW/ lo approach «tLch obied ol iw^n**" 
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Lest Fancy's farmliil tiaoos shoiikl decciire 
In vMKmhAt paths, or ^ooms of £illmg ere. 
This dien ^ the moment when mj heart sIhmU tiy 
To scan Uiy motioiiless deformilT ; 
But oh, the fiearfbl taA ! yet weD I know 
An aged ash, with many a spreadmg hough 
(Beneadi whose leaTCs Vwe ibnnd a summer's 

how'r. 
Beneath whose trunk IVe weathered many a 

show'r) 
Stands singly down this solitary way. 
Bat hr beyond where now my footsteps stay. 
Tis tme, Unis hr Vwe come with heedless haste ; 
No reck'nin^ kept, no passing objects traced : — 
And can I then nave reached that very tree? 
Or is its rererend form assom'd by thee?' 
The happy thooght alleriates his pain : 
He creeps another step ; then stops again ; 
Tin slowly, as his noiseless feet draw near. 
Its perfect lineaments at once appear; 
Its crown of shir'ring ivy whiqiering peace. 
And its white bark that fronts die moim s pale face. 
Now, whilst his Uood moonts upward, now be 
The solid gain that from ccmviction flows ; [knows 
And strengthen'd Confidence shall hence ^Ifil 
(With conscious Innocence more valued sdll) 
The dreariest task that winter nights can bring. 
By churchyard dark, m* grove, or fairy ring: 
Still buoying up the timid mind of youth, 
Till loit'rmg Reason hoists the scale of Truth. 
With these blest euardians Giles his coarse pursues. 
Till numbering his heavy-sided ewes. 
Surrounding illness tranquillize his breast. 
And shape the dreams that wait his hoars of rest. 

As when retreating tempests we behold. 
Whose skirts at length the azure sky unfold. 
And full of mormurings and mm^ed vrraiiJs^ 
Slowly Qoabroud the smiBng face oi eat^ 




BringiDg the boMHn joy : so Winter flia! — 
Aod we the Source of Life and Light uprise ! 
A bngbl'niog arch o'er southern hilla he bends ; 
Wum on the cheek the elanting beam descends. 
And gives the reekmg mead n brighter hue. 
Aod draws the modest primroie bud to view. 
Yet fiosts succeed, and winds impetuous rush. 
And liail-stoues latlle through the buddine bush; 
Andnight-fairuLambarequire the shepherd's can-. 
And teeming Ewes, that still their burdeos bear; 
(teueath whose sides lo-morrow's dawn may see 
The milk-white strangers bow the trembling kne<> ; 
At whose first birth the puw'rful instiacl's seen 
That fills with champions the daisied green ; 
For ewes that stood aloof with fearful eje. 
With stampiog foot now men and dogs defy, 
And obstinatel; faithful to their young. 
Guard their lirst steps to join the bleating throng. 

But casualties and death from damps and cold 
Will still attend the wetUonducted fold: 
Her tender offspring dead, the dam aloud 
Calls and runs wild amidst the uuconsdous crowd. 
And orphaa'd gucklings raise the piteoos cry ; 
No wool to warm them, no defenders nieb. 
And must her streaming milk then flow id vain 1 
Must tiniegarded innocence complain 1 
No; — ere this strong solicitude subside. 
Maternal fondness may be fresh apply'd. 
And the adopted stripbng still may find 
A pwenl most asBiduonsly kind. 
For this he's doom'd awhile disgnis'd to range 
(Forfraudcrforce must work the wish'd-fot change); 
For this his predecessor's akin he wears 
Till cheated into tenderness and cares. 
The unsuspecting dam, conleatei ntmn.. 
Cherish and guard the fondVing aa\M o-jm, 

ra™ ail by tnrna to fair perietWon t\»* v 
Thaa twiat axe parted to incieaae v\ie« w** ■ 



> 
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Thufl inftiiiGt yields as interest points the way, 
Till the bright flock, augmenting every day. 
On sunny hills and ?ales of springing flow rs 
With ceaseless clamour greet the vernal hours. 

The humbler Shepherd here with joy beholds 
The approved economy of crowded folds. 
And, m his small contracted round of cares. 
Adjusts the practice of each hint he hears : 
For Boys with emulation learn to glow. 
And boast their pastures and their healthful show 
Of well-grown Lambs, the ^lory of the Spring ; 
And field to field in competition bring. 

E'en Giles, for all his cares and watchings past, 
And all his contests with the wintry blast. 
Claims a full share of that sweet praise bestow'd 
By gazing neighbours, when along the road, 
Or village green, his curly-coated throng 
Suspends the chorus of the spinner's song ; 
When Admiration's unaffected grace 
Lisps from the tongue, and beams in every face : 
Delightful moments !— -Sunshine, Health, and J oy , 
Play round, and cheer the elevated Boy ! 
' Another Spring !' his heart exulting cries ; 
' Another Year ! with promis'd blessmgs rise ! — 
Eternal Power! from whom those blessings flow. 
Teach me still more to wonder, more to know : 
Seed-time and Harvest let me see again ; 
Wander the leaf-strewn wood, the ^roz^n plain : 
Let the first Flower, corn-waving Field, Plain, Tree, 
Here round my home, still lift my soul to Thee ; 
And let me ever, midst thy bounties, raise 
An humble note of thankfulness and praise !* 

April, 22, 1798. 
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6S NOTES. 

year 1747 whole meadows and corn lie Ids wore do- 
Btroyed by them in Suffolk. The decrease of Rook- 
eries in that county was thought to be the occasion 
of it. The many Rookeries with us is in some mea- 
sure fhe reason why we hare so few of these destruc- 
tive animals.** 

* Rooks/ he subjoins, * are often accused of feeding 
on the com just after it has been sown, and various 
contrivances have been made both to kill and frighten 
them away ; but, in our estimation, the advantages 
derived from the destruction which they make among 
grabs, earth-worms, and noxious insects of various 
kinds, will g^atly overpay the injury done to the 
future harvest by the small quantity of com they 
may destroy in searching after their favourite food.'f 

* In genera] they are sagacious, active, and faith- 
fid to each other. They live in pairs ; and their mu- 
tual attachment is constant. They are a clamorous 
race : mostly build in trees, and form a kind of society 
in which there appears something like a regular go- 
vernment. A sentinel watches for the general safety, 
and gives notice on the appearance of danger.' 

Under the title, * Rooks,' (p. 71.) Mr. Bewick re 
peats his observations' on tiie useful property of this 
Bird. 

I confess myself solicitous for their safety and kind 
treatment. We have two which were lamed by 
being blown down in a storm (a calamity which 
destroys great numbers almost every spring). One 
of them is perfectly domesticated. The other is yet 
more remarkable ; since although enjoying his na- 
tural liberty completely, he recognizes, even in hit 
flights at a distance from the house, his adoptive 
home, his human friends, and early protectors. 

The Rook is certainly a very beautiful and verj 
sensible Bird; very confiding, and very much at 

• Wallis's Histonr of Northumberland. 

t Mr. Bewick doet not seem to have been quite aware that muct 

of this miflchief, as I have been informed by a sensible neiehbouriii^ 

Famier and Tenant, b done in the grub-state of the chafi'er, bi 

Udog throurh the rooU of grass, die. K \ateT\\., an4 \.Tav*^\c«.v^ 

biy, but nptdlf spreadinir mischief, against vi\\\cVv VYve tooiu w 

tJrds ofgimilar ioatjucl are. in a manner, Ote mv\« ytoVKcvwtw. 
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oocMionSt gave us great reason to suppoM that they 
consider themaelyes as <me family, and rei^iect their 
eldest bom in the persons of their diiefik The lowest 
man in the nation speaks as freely with his king as 
with his equal, and has the pleasure of seeing him 
as often as he likes. The king, at times, amuses him- 
self with the occupations of his snljects ; and not yet 
depraved by false notions of empty state, he often 
paddles his own canoe ; without considering such an 
employment derogatory to his dignity. How long 
such a happy equality may last is uncertain: and 
how much the introduction of foreign luxuries may 
hasten its dissohitkm cannot be too firequently re- 
peated to Europeans. If the knowledge of a few 
individuals can <mly be acquired at such a price as 
the happiness of nations, it were bettor for the dis- 
coverers and the discovered that the South Sea had 
still remained unknown to Burwpe and ito restless 
inhabitants.' 

H*/he1i0ni am OtmheUt: Cook*k acrond ^kj:^. 
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RICHARD AND KATBt 



' CoxE. Goody, stop your hanidrum wheel, 
Sweep up youT oris, and eet your hat ; 

Old joys reviv'd once more I feel, 

Tia Fair-day ;— ay, and mme ihaa that. 

' Have you forgol, Kati, prithee say, 
How many seawns here we've tairiedl 

Ta Forty yeare, this very day. 

Since you and I, old Girl, were mafied I 

' Look out \ — the aun shine! vrarm and bright, 
The stiles are low, the paths all dry ; 

I know you cut your coma last nisht : 
Come ; be ax free froni caie as I. 

' For I'm resolv'd once more to see 
That place where we oo ollen met ; 

Tbondi few have had mote cares ftiiiv"*.) 
HVv* ague juM now to mtie >» (n4„' 
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Kate scom'd to damp the generous flame 
That warm'd her aged Partner's breast : 

Yet, ere determination came. 
She thus some trifling doubts expressed. 

' Night will come on ; when seated snug. 
And you've perhaps begun some tale. 

Can you then teave your dear stone mug , 
Leave all the folk, and all the ale V 

* Ay Kate, I wool ; — because I know, 

Though time has been we both could run, 
Such days are gone and over now ; — 
I only mean to see the fun/ 

She straight slipp'd off the wall and band,* 
And laid aside her lucks and twitches :* 

And to the hutchf she reach'd her hand. 
And gave him out his Sunday breeches. 

His mattock he behind the door. 
And hedging-gloves again replaced ; 

And look'd across the yellow moor. 
And urg'd his tott'ring Spouse to haste. 

The day was up, the air serene, 

The firmament without a cloud ; 
The bee humm'd o'er the level green 

Where knots of trembling cowslips bow'd. 

And Richard thus, with heart elate. 
As past things rush'd across his mind. 

Over his shoulder talk'd to Kate, 

Who snug tuck'd up, walk'd slow behind. 

* When once a gigling mawther you. 

And I a red-raced chubby boy. 
Sly tricks you play'd me not a tew ; 
For mischief was your greatest joy. 

* Terms aaed In «pJnolns:. , ^ Huldb^ ». t>«fc. 




RICBAHD AKD lUTK. 
' Once, p««ang by this very tree, 

A gmch* of milk I'd bten lo fill. 
You itaoutder'd me ; then Uugh'd to see 

He and my gotch spin down the hill.' 



' Well, Goody, don't stand preaching now '. 

Folks don't preach sermons at a Fair : 
We've leai'd tea Boys and Girls you know 

And I'll be bound they'll all be there.' 



\l length arriv'd amidst the throng. 

Grand-children bawling hemm'd ^em round ; 
4nd dragg'd them by the skirls along 

Where gingerbread beslrew'd the ground. 

spy"d 

aughtera dear ; — 
When Richard thus eiulting cried, 

' Did'nl I tell you they'd be here V 
The cordial greedngs of the soul 

Were viiihle in every foce ; 
Affection vtrid of all control, 

Govem'd with » resistlesa grace. 
I'wai good to see the honest strife, 

WhieK should contribute mv4t to pI«a9C ; 
And bear the long-recounted life. 

Of infent tricks, and happ^ d»>||«„ 
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But now, as at some nobler places* 
Amongst the leaders 'twas decreed 

Time to begin the Dicky Races ; 

More fam'd for laughter than for speed. 

Richard look'd on with wond'rous glee, 
And praised the lad who chanced to win ; 

' Kate, wan't I such a one as he ? 
As like him, ay, as pin to pin 1 

* Full fifty years are pass'd away 
Since 1 rode this same ground about : 

Lord ! I was lively as the day ! 
I won the High-lows out and out ! 

' I'm surely growing young again ; 

I feel myself so kedge and plump. 
From head to foot IVe not one pain ; 

Nay, hang me if I could'nt jump.' 

Thus spoke the Ale in Richard's pate, 
A very little made him mellow ; 

But still he lov'd his faithful Kate, 

Who whisper'd thus, ' My good old fellow. 

' Remember what you promis'd me .* 
And see, the sun is getting low ; 

The Children want an hour ye see 
To talk a bit before we go.' 

Like youthful lover most complying 
He tum'd, and chuckt her by the chin : 

Then all across the green grass hieing, 
Right merry faces, all dSsm, 

Their farewell quart, beneath a tree 
That droop'd its 'branches from above ; 
iraked the pure felicity 
Tbtt waits upon Parental Love. 




Kite viei 

AndS. 

Herfeatu 



RICHARD AND KATB. 
'd ber blooming Daughteis round, 
IS, who shook lier wilher'd hand . 
Z9 spoke whar joy she founds 



The Children toppled on the green, 

And howl'd their fairiigs down the hUl ; 

Richard with pride beheld the scene, 
Nor could he for his life at still. 

A Father's uHchccIi'd feelinga guvn 



' Through bU my daya I've labour'd hard. 
And could of pains and croa^ea tell ; 

But this is labour's great reward. 
To meet ye thus, and see ye well. 

* My good old Partner, when at home, 
Sometimes with wishes mingles teats ( 

Goody, says I, let what wool come, 
We've nothing for them but our pray'rs, 

' May you be ill as old as I, 

And see your Sons to manhood grow ; 
And, many a time before you die. 
Be just as pteas'd as I am uow.' 

(Then raising still his mug and voice), 
' An Old Man's weakness don't despiae! 

1 love you well, my Girls and Boys ; 
God bless you all ;'— so said his eyes 

For, as he spoke, a big round drop 

Fell bounding on his ample sleeve.-, 
A witoeas which he could nM. sMiy, 
A witaem which »U heails \xs\wje. 
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Thon, Filial Piety, wert there ; 

And round the ring, benignly bright, 
Dwelt in the luscious half-shed tear. 

And in the parting word — Good Night. 

With thankful hearts and strengthened love, 
The poor old Pair, supremely blest. 

Saw the sun sink behind the grove. 
And gain'd once more tlieir lowly rest. 




WALTER AND JANE; 



THE POOR BLACKSMITH. 



BmoBT was the Bummer skv, tbe momlags gay. 
And Jane waa young and cheerful as the day. 
Not yet to Love but Mirth she paid her vowa ; 
And Echo mock'd her as she call'd her cows. 
TufU of green bnwin, that full in blossom vied. 
And gmced with spotted gold the upland side, 
The level fogs o'erlook'd ; loo high to share ; 
So lovely Jane o'erlook'd the clouds of care ; 
No meadow-fiow'r rose fresher to the view. 
That met her morning footsteps ia the dew ; 
Where, if a nodding stranger eyed her channa. 
The blush of innocence was up in arms. 
Love's taodom glances Btnick the unguarded mind, 
And Beauty's magic made him look behind. 

Duly as raoraing blush'd or twilight came. 
Secure of greeting smiles and village fame. 
She passld the stian-coafd shed, in ranges whore 
Hung many a well-turn'd shoe and glitt'iing shaiaj 
Where Walter, as the charmer tripp'd along. 
Would. '■' 

Dswr 



Twat Waller'* fate thy nadd'wttSV'""*^^™^"' 
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And scarce to know, ere in its infant twine« 
As the blast shakes the tendrils of the vine. 
The budding bliss that full of promise grew 
The chilling blight of separation knew. 
Scarce had he told his heart's unquiet case. 
And Jane to shun him ceas'd to mend her pace. 
And learnt to listen trembling as he spoke, 
And fondly judge his words beyond a joke ; 
When, at the goal that bounds our prospects here, 
Jane's widow'd mistress ended her career : 
Blessings attended her divided store. 
The mansion sold (Jane's peaceful home no more), 
A distant village own'd her for its queen, 
Another service, and another scene ; 
But could another scene so pleasing prove, 
Twelve weary miles from Walter and from Lovel 
The maid grew thoughtful : Yet to fate resign 'd, 
Knew not the worth of what she*d left behind. 
He, when at eve released fix)m toil and heat. 
Soon miss'd the smiles that taught his heart to beat. 
Each sabbath-day of late was wont to prove 
Hope's liberal feast, the holiday of Love : 
But now, upon his spirit's ebbing strength 
Came each dull hour's intolerable length. 
The next had scarcely dawn'd when Walter hied 
O'er hill and dade, Affection for his guide : 
O'er the brown heath his pathless joumejr lay, 
Where screaming lapwings hail'd the op'ning day. 
High rose the sun, the anxious lover sigh'd ; 
His slippery soles bespoke the dew was dried -. 
Her last farewell hung fondly on his tongue 
As o'ei the tufted fiirze elate he sprung ; 
Trifling impediments ; his heart was light, 
For love and beauty glow'd in fancy's sight ; 
And soon he gaz'd on Jane's enchanting face, 
Renew'd his passion, — ^but, destroy 'd his peace. 
Jttt^ '^ vrAose shrine he bow'd. in^ct^ -^^s 
?ience whisper'd, * Never coma^JipMi? 
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For uun, bis tide of gladaew to oppOK, 
A clay-oold damp of doubu aad fears aToee ; 
C]Dui!a,whicbiDi'alve,midBtlove and reasoa's slnfe. 
The poor man'a prospect nheo he toliei a wife. 
Though gsv his joumeyB in the summer's prime. 
Each seem'd the lepetidoa of a crime ; 
He never left her but with many a sigh, 
WheD tears stole dowD his face, sbe kaew not why. 
Severe his task those visits to forego, 
And feed his heart with volunlar; noe, 
Yet this he did ; the wan idood citclitig (bund. 
His evenings cheerless, and his rest unsound ) 
And saw th' unquenched flame hia bosom swell : 
What were his doubts, thus let the story tell. 

A month's sharp conflict only serv'd to prove 
The pow'r, as vrefl as truth, of Walter's lore. 
Absence more stronglv on his mind portray'd 
Hia own sweet, injur'a, unoffending maid. 
Once more he'd go ; full resolute awhile, 
But beard his native bells on every stile ; 
The sound recall'd him with a pow'rful chann, 
The heath mde open'd, and the day vras warm ; 
There, where a l>ed of tempting green he found, 
lucrea^og anguish weigh'd him to the ground ; 
His well-growD limbs the scatter'd daisies press'd. 
While his clinch'd hand fell heavy on his breaA. 

' Why do I go in cruel sport lo say, 
" I Love thee, Jane — appoint the happy day!" 
Why seek her sweet ingenuous reply. 
Then grasp her hand and proffer — -poverty 1 
Why, if I love hei and adore her name, 
Why act like time and ackness on her frarne ! 
Why should my scanty pittance nip her prime. 
Ami chase away the rose before its timeT 
I'm young, 'tis true ; the world beholds me free \ 
Labour ne'er ahew'd a tri^tfiA K-ux, lo ■««■ , 
Natures first wants hard\a.\iOMr iHoivU, sm-yH' 
But (bouJd it f^, 't«i\ be bm \<tMi Vi %1 - 
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Some summers hence, if nought our loves annoy. 
The image of my Jane may lisp her joy ; 
Or, blooming boys with imitative swing 
May mock my arm, and make the anvil ring i 
Then if in rags — But, O my heart, forbear, — 
I love the girl, and why should I despair 1 
And that I love her all the village knows : 
Oft from my pain the mirth of others flows ; 
As when a neighbour's steed with glancing eye 
Saw his par'd hoof supported on my thigh, 
Jane pass'd that instant— mischief came of course ; 
I drove the nail awry and lam'd the horse : 
The poor beast limp d : I bore a master's frown, 
A thousand times I wish'd the wound my own. 
When to these tangling thoughts IVe been resign 'd. 
Fury or languor has possessed my mind : 
AH eyes have stared, IVe blown a blast so strong ; 
Forgot to smite at all, or smote too long. 
If at the alehouse door, with careless glee. 
One drinks to Jane, and darts a look on me, 
I feel that blush which her dear name will bring, 
1 feel, — but, ^ilty love, 'tis not thy sting ! 
Yet what are jeers 1 the bubbles of an hour ; 
Jane knows what love can do, and feels its pow'r ; 
In her mild eye fair Truth her meaning tells ; 
'Tis not in looks like her's that falsehood dwells. 
As water shed upon a dusty way 
IVe seen midst aownward pebbles devious stray ; 
If kindred drops an adverse channel keep, . 
The crystal fnends toward each other creep ; 
Near, and still nearer, rolls each little tide, 
Th' expanding mirror swells on either side : 
They touch — 'tis done — receding bound'ries fly, 
An instantaneous union strikes the eye : 
So 'tis with us : for Jane would be my bride ; 
Sitail coward fears then turn the bliss aside V 
^dHBdb thus be spoke he heard a gentXe «oun!^« 
^^Hb Id a jamng footstep on the ^miv\ • 



Fliuh'd w^ ber cheek ; she eeem'd the fuU- 
blown Sower, 
For warmlii gave loveliness a double power ; 
Round her fair brovf the deep coufusion can, 
A waving handkerchief became ber fan. 
Her lips, where dwelt sweet love and aniling 



mileB with psin, 
1 a see my native village once again ; 
And shew my true regard for neighbour Hind j 



She buoy'd her spirits up wiiii maiden pride ; 
Disclaim'd her love, e'en while she felt the Bting ; 
' What, come for Waller'd sake 1' Twas no such 

But when astoatshment bis tongue teteaf^'d, 
Prided usurpaCioa in an ioslant ceae'd : 
By (bcce he caught her band aa passinir by, 
.ud gai'i upon her half-averted eyej 
His heart's dislcacliou, and his boding fijart 
She beard, and aaswer'd with a flood of teats ; 
Precious relief; sure fiiends that forward prea 
To tell the mind's unspeakable distiem. 
Ye Youths, whom crimeon'd health and geDuim 

Bear joyous on the wings of young desira. 
Ye, who still bow to Love's almighty sway, 
What could true passion, what could Walter >ay ; 
Age, tell me true, nor shake ^qqi WJiiin-i-isn, 
Triad back your paths, audiie ift\t««*!^ii^"i 
lojoar yoang days did b\jA a. t»-'io»i™>t ^»™" 
Sbewjou the iiltleneaa ot weal.«i «ii Y^**' 
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Advent'roua climbers of the mountain's brow. 
While Love, their master, spreads his couch belt w. 
' My dearest Jane/ the untaught Walter cried. 
As half repeird he pleaded by her side ; 
' My dearest Jane, think of me as you may — ' 
Thus — still unutter'd what he strove to say. 
They breath'd in sighs the anguish of their minds. 
And took the path that led to neighbour HindV. 

A secret joy the well-known roof inspir'd. 
Small was its store, and little they desir'd ; 
Jane dried her tears ; while Walter forward flew 
To aid the Dame ; who to the brink updrew 
The ponderous bucket as they reached the well. 
And scarcely with exhausted breath could tell 
How welcome to her cot the blooming pair,^ 
O'er whom she watch'd with a maternal care. 
' What ails thee, Jane V the wary matron cried ; 
With heaving breast the modest maid replied. 
Now gently moving back her wooden chair 
To shun the current of the cooling air ; 

* Not much, good Dame ; I'm weary by the way. 
Perhaps, anon, I've something else to say/ 
Now, while the seed-cake crumbled on her knee. 
And snowy jasmine peeped in to see. 

And the transparent lilac at the door. 

Full to- the sun its purple honours bore, 

The clam'rous hen her fearless brood display'd, 

And march'd around : while thus the matron said, 

• Jane has been weeping, Walter — prithee why 1 
I've seen her laugh, and dance, but never cry. 
But I can guess ; with her you should have been. 
When late I saw you loitermg on the green ; 
I'm an old woman, and the truth may tell — 
I say then, boy, you have not used her well/ 
Jane felt for Walter — ^felt his cruel pain. 

Pity's voice brought forth her tears again. 
scold bim, Neighboux^e\iaam\xc\i \.o %v} « 
Ae came and met me by VKe -wa.^.' 



Jane te 
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TheDuBereiam'd— 'Why then, my children, niiy 
Do aach yoang boBomB hea.ve Ihe pilEOiu sigh 1 
i'be ills of life la you are yel naknown — 
Death's seveiiag shaft, ajid Poverty's cold frown : 
I're (elt Ihemboth, by luias; — but ai they pass'cl, 
Strong was ray trust, and here I am at last. 
When I dwelt younz and cheatful down the lana 
(And, though 1 say it, I was much like Jane), 
O'ei flowei^ £e1ds with Hind, I lov'd to stray, 
And talk, and laugh, and fool the time away : 
And Care defied — who not one pain could give, 
TUI the thought came of hoiv we were lo live. 
And then Love plied bis arrows thicket still i 
And prov'd victorious — as he always will. 
We brav'd life's storm together ; while that drone, 
Your poor old uncle, Waller, liv'd alone. 
Ht died the other day ; when round his bed 
No tender soothing tear AfTeelioa shed — 
Affection I 'twas a plant he never knew — 
Why should he feast on fruits he never grew !' 

Walter caught fire : nor was fu chsrm'd alone 
With conscious truth's firm elevated tone ; 
Jane frdm her seal sprang forward, half afraid. 
Attesting with a blush what Goody said. 
Her Lover look a more decided part — 
(O! 'twasthevery chord that louch'd his heart) — 
Alive 10 the best feelings man can priie, 
A bridegroom's IrajiBport sparkled in his eyes i 
Ixwe, conquering power, with unrestricted rang« 
Silenced the amimenls of time and change ; 
And led his voCry on, and bade him view. 
And piiie the light-wing'd moments as they flew : 
All doubts gave wity, all retmapective lore. 
Whence cooler reasou tortur'd him before ; 
Compaiison of times, the lah'rer's hire, 
And maaj a truth re&ectjoa m\^'bl.\a?,^'i».. 
Siiok poKerltu. ' Dame,l Bro*twi\,'^&cr«^"» 
' Alaae I might have teasoit'd tiW^ d^eA- 
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I caus'd those tears of JaneV— but as thev fell 
How much I felt none but ourselves can tell. 
While dastard fears withheld me from her sight, 
Sighs reign'd by day and hideous dreams by night ; 
I'was then the soldier's plume and rolling drum 
Seem d for a whil« to stnke my sorrows dumb ; 
To fly from care then half resolv'd I stood; 
And without horror mus'd on fields of blood, 
But hope prevail'd. — Be then the sword resigned ; 
And I^U make shares for those that stay behind. 
And you, sweet Girl,' — He would have added more. 
Had not a glancing shadow at the door 
Announced a guest, who bore with winning grace 
His well-tim'd errand pictur'd in his face. 
Around with silent reverence they stood ; 
A blameless reverence— the man was good. 
Wealth he had some, a match for his desires. 
First on the list of active Country 'Squires. 
Seeing the youthful pair with downcast eyes, 
Unmov'd by summer flowers and cloudless dues, 
Pass slowly by his gate ; his book reagn'd. 
He watch'd their steps and follow'd far behind, 
Bearing with inward joy, and honest pride, 
A trust of Walter's kinsman ere he died, 
A hard-eam'd mite, deposited with caure. 
And with a miser's spirit worshipp'd there. 

He found what oft the generous bosom seeks. 
In the Dame's court'seys and Jane's blushing 

cheeks. 
That consciousness of worth, that freebom grace, 
Which waits on virtue in the meanest place. 

* Young man, I'll not apologize to you, 
Nor name intrusion, for my news is true ; 
1 'is duty brings me here : your virants I've heard. 
And can relieve : yet be the dead rever'd. 
~1ere, in this purse (what should have cheer'd a 
wife), 
half the savings of your uucW»\A£e\ 
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I know yOLT history, and your wishes know, 
And Ime to lee the eeeda of virtue grow. 
I'tg > ipare shed thai ^onts the public load; 
M>k« that yaur shop ; I'll njake it your ibods. 
Thui much from me— the reit k but your du« ;* 
That initaat twenty pieces sprung to view. 

Goody, her dim eyta wiping, raia'd her brow. 
And saw the young pair look they knew not hot* ; 
Perils and power wlule humble minds forego. 
Who gives them half a kingdom g;ive9 them woe ; 
Comforts may be piocur'd and want defied, 
Heav'iiB! with howsmallaaum.when right applied! 
Give Love aod honest Industry their way. 
Clear but the sun-rise of life's little day. 
Those we lerm poor shall oft that wealth obtain. 

Wealth that alill brightens, as Its stores increase j 
The calm of conscience, and the reign of peace. 

Waller's enamour'd tout, from news like this, 
Now felt the dawnings of his future bliss ; 
E'en as the red-breast shell'ring in a bower, 
Mourns the short darkness of a passing shower. 
Then, while the azure sky eitenda arouod. 
Darts on > worm that breaks the mrnsleo'd ground. 
And mounts the dripping fence, with joy elate. 
And iharcs the priie triumphant with his mate ; 
So did the jrouth ; — ^the treasure straight became 
An humble servant to love's sacred flame : 
tilorious subjection '. — Thus his alence broke ; 
Joy gave him words ; still quiek'ning u he spoke. 

* Want was my dread, my wishes were but few| 
Othen might doubt, but Jane those wishes knew i 
This gold may rrd my heart of psins and nghl. 
But her trae love is still my greatest prize. 
Long 39 1 live, when Ihit bright day cornea ia>m&. 
Beneath my roof your noble deeds a\iaU unnA.', 
Bal, Bnl, to maie my ^latitude appeal, 
JTl ihoB yoar ionoui'* borK* lot a jbm -, 
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If clouds should threaten when your com is down, 
I'll lend a hand, and summon half the town ; 
If good betide, I'll sound it in my songs. 
And be the first avenger of your wrongs : 
Though rude in manners, free I hope to live : 
This aae 's not mine, no ale have 1 to give ; 
Yet, Sir, though Fortune frown'd when I was bom, 
Let's drink eternal friendship from this horn. 
How much our present joy to you we owe, 
Soon our three bells shall let the neighbours know ; 
The sound shall raise e'en stoopin^^ age awhile. 
And every maid shall meet you with a smile ; 
Long may you live* — the wish like lightning flew • 
By each repeated as the 'Squire withdrew. 
' Long may you live,' his feeling heart rejoin'd ; 
Leaving well-pleas'd such happy souls behind. 
Hope promis'd fair to cheer them to the end, 
With Love their guide« and Goody for theu friend. 
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NuKthe high road upon a winding stream 
Ad hoaeat Miller rose to wedth and fime : 
The noblest virtues cheer'd his len^hea'd days, 
And all the couatry echoed with ha pniae : 
His wife, ihs doctress of the neighb'rmg poor, 
Drew cooataat pray'rs and blesaingB routid his door 
One aummer B night (the hour of rest wu come) 
DarlcaesB unusual overapread their home j 
A chilling blast was felt : the foremast clinid 



And £ird the heavens oitb iti 
Who can retire to rest when lempesls lout — 
Nor wait the issue of the coming hour! 
Meekly reeign'd she sat, in aniious pain { 
He fill'^d hii pipe, and li^n'd to the rain 
That batler'd furiously their stronp abode, 
Roar'd in the damm, and lasb'd the pebbled ro 
When, mingling with the atonn, conhis'd and n 
Tbey heard, or thought ihey heard, a 

The vm 

Nowlo 

Me«. 

His door he open'd ; when a sudden squall 
Drove in a wretched Giil ; who weeping stoc 
Whilst the cold rain dripp'd from h« invfti 
Witi kind officiousnesG the lender Danm 
Roiu'd nptbt dying emben to •.ftua«> 



approach'd ; and 'midst tlie thandei'a 
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Dry clothes procur'd, and checr'd her shiv "ring 

guest. 
And sooth'd the sorrows of her infant breast. 
But as she stript her shoulders, lily-white. 
What marks of cruel usage shocked their sight ! 
Weals, and blue wounds, most piteous to behold 
Upon a Child yet scarcely ten years old. 

The Miller felt his indignation rise. 
Yet, as the weary stranger clos'd her eyes. 
And seem'd fatigued beyond her strength and yean*, 
' Sleep, Child,' he said, 'and wipe away your tears. 
They watch'd her slumbers till the storm was done ; 
When thus the generous man again begun : 
' See, flutt'ring sighs that rise against her will. 
And agitating dreams disturb her still ! 
Dame, we should know before we go to rest. 
Whence comes this Girl, and how she came distrcst. 
Wake her, and ask ; for she is sorely bruis'd : 
I long to know by whom she's thus misui('d. 

' Child, what's your name ? how came you in 
the storm ? 
Have you no home to keep you dry and warm ? 
Who gave you all those wounds your shoulders 

show? 
Where are your parents? Whither would you go V 

The stranger, oursting into tears, look'd pale, 
And this the purport of her artless tale. 
' I have no parents, and no friends beside : 
I well remember when my mother died — 
My brother cried ; and so did I that day ; 
We had no father — he was gone away. 
That night we left our home new clothes to wear ; 
The WoTk-house found them ; we were carried 

there. 
We lov'd each other dearly ; when we met 
We alw ays shar'd what trifles we could get. 
was older by a year than xn**. — 
Mtom me and was sent to sea. 
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" Good bye, dear Phicbe," the poor fellow ssid ! 

Perhaps he'll come agaio ; perhaps he 's dfsd. 

When J grew slrong eoough I weot to place. 

My mistress had a »iur ill-natured face ; 

And though I've been so often beat and clikl, 

I strove to please her, Sr ; indeed, I did. 

Weaiy atid spiritleas to bed 1 crept. 

And atwayb cried at night before I slept 

This maniing I oflendM ; and I! bore 

A tMtiel beating, worse than all before. 

Unknown to all the hou-ie 1 lan away. 

And thus far Iiavell'd through the sultry day ; 

And, O dun't send me back ! I dare not go — ' 

* I send you back '.' the Miller cried, ' no, no.' 

Th' appeals of nrelchedness had weight with him, 

And sympathy would warm him eveiy limb ; 

He muttered, glorying in the work begun, 

' Well done, my little wench ; 'twas nobly done " 

Then said, with looks more cheering than the fire. 

And feelings such as pity cao inspire, 

' My bouse baa childless been this many a year; 

While you deserve it you ahalt tarry here.' 

The orphan mark'd the ardour of his eye, 

DIesI his kind words, and thank'd him wicli a sigh. 

Thus was the sacred compact doubly seai'd ; 
Thus were her sindts rais'd, her bruises heai'd : 
Xhankful, and cheerful loo, no more afraid. 
Thus little Phcebe was the Miller's Maid. 
Grateful they found her ; patient of control : 
A most bewitching gentleness of soul 
Made pleasure of what work she bad to do ; 
She grew in stature, and in beau^ too. 

Five yean she pasa'd in this delightful home ; 
Five happy years : but, when the Euth was come, 
The Miller, from a market town hard by, 
Brought home a sturdy jooliv \ii» ?*i«iig&i vti ■«"} 
To raise the sluice gates ear\^ evc^ ■cttfim, 
7"d fieave hia ponder'd wqVs. a»A ^tiA'rai. t-aa- 
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And meeting Phcebe, whom he lov'd so dear, 
' 1 Ve hronght yon home a husband. Girl ; d'ye beer. 
He bege'd for work ; his money seem'd but scant : 
Thoi« uat will work 'tis pity they should want. 
So use him well, and we shall shortly see 
Whether he merits what IVe done, like thee.' 

Now throbb*d her heart — a new sensation quite— 
Whme'er the comely stranger was in sight : 
For he at once assiduously strove 
To please so sweet a maid, and win her love. 
At every comer stopp'd her in her way ; 
And saw fresh beauties opening every day. 
He took delight in tracing in her fiure 
The mantlin|^ blush, and every nameless grace. 
That sensibility woiUd bring to view. 
When love he mention*d — love and honour true. 
But Phoebe still was shy ; and wish'd to know 
More of the honest youth, whose manly brow 
She verily believ'd was truth's own throne. 
And all his words as artless as her own : 
Most true she judg'd ; yet, Uh^ the youth forbore 
Divulging where, and how, he liv'd before ; 
And seem'd to strive his history to hide. 
Till foir esteem enlisted on his side. 
The Miller saw, and mention 'd, in his praise . 
The prompt fideli^ of all his ways : 
Till m a vacant hour, the dinner done, • 

One day he joking cried, ' Come here, my son f 
Tis.pity that so ^od a lad as you 
Beneath my roof should brmg disorders new * 
But here 's my Phoebe— K>nce so light aud airy 
She'd trip along the passage like a fairy — 
Has lost ner swiftness quite, since here you came : 
And yet I cmn't perceive the Girl is lame ! 
The obstacles she meets with still fall thicker : 

Old as I am I'd turn a comer quicker.' 

' biiish'd deep, and PhcebeVv\m\^WVv«:^. 
man mil'd, and thus agaxu Vie «a^ \ 
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' Not that I deem it mntler of sunrise, 
Tlutt you should Iote to gsie at Phisbe's e;M ; 
Bat be eiplicil. Boy, and deal with boaour : 
I feel my happiness depend upon her. 
When here you came you'deotTononyouibiow, 
Aod I've foTbome to question you ti}[ now. 
First, then say what thou art' Heinalastbaw'd, 
And thua in Phmbe'a hearing nvoke aloud : 
' Thua far experienced, Sir, m you I find 
All that is generous, fatherly, and kind ; 
And whQe yoa look for proob of real worth. 
You'll not regard the meanness of my birth. 
When, pennyleu aod sad, you met with me, 
I'd just escaped the daageie of the sea ; 
Kesoli'd to try my fortune on the shore. 
To get mjf bread, and trust the waves no more. 
Having no home, nor parents left behind, 
I'd all my fortune, all my friends to find. 
Heea disappointment wounded me that njoml 
For, iray'lling near the spot where I was bom, 
1 at the well-known door where I was bred, 
Inquir'd who still waa living who was dead : 
But first, and most, I sought with anzione feai 
TiUiogs to gam of her who once waa dear ; 
A Girl, with all the meekness of the dove. 
The constant sharer of my cbihlhood'g love ; 
Site call'd me brother — which I beard with prida. 
Though now suspect we ate not bo allied. 
Thus tnuch I team'd (no more the churls would 
She went to service, and she ran away, [say). 

And scandal added' ' Hold I' the Miller cried, 

Aod, in an instant stood at Phixbe's side ; 
For he observed, while listening ro the tale. 
Her spirits falter'd, and het cheeks tum'd pale ; 
Whilst her dasp'd hands descended to h«i V.i»*., 
She. sinking, whisper'd toitSi, ' O GtA,''™'^«-\' 
J'AegoodMan, ftoughhe gu»s'4*i«¥\<^'»-*^***'' 
Was fir too busy to ioforin ihe 'i ouJii 



uani 
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But gtirr'd himself amain to aid his Wife, 
Who Boon restored the trembler back to life. 
Awhile insensible she still appear'd ; 
But, ' Oh my Brother !' was distinctly heard : 
The astonish d Youth now held her to his breast; 
And tears and kisses soon explained the rest. 

Past deeds now from each tongue alternate fell : 
For news of dearest import both could tell. 
Fondly, from childhood^ tears to youth's full prime, 
They matched the incidents of jogging time ; 
And prov'd, that when with Tyranny opprest. 
Poor Phoebe groan'd with wounds and broken rest, 
George felt no less : was harassed and forlorn : 
A rope's-end followed him both night and mom : 
And in that very storm when Phoebe fled, 
When the rain drench'd her yet unshelter'd head ; 
That very storm he on the ocean brav'd. 
The vessel founder'd, and the boy was sav'd ! 
Mysterious Heaven ! — and O with what delight — 
She told the happy issue of her flight : 
To his charmed heart a living picture drew ; 
And eave to hospitality its due ! 
The listening host observ'd the gentle pair. 
And pondered on the means that brought them 

there: 
Convinced, while unimpeach'd their Virtue stood, 
'Twas Heaven's high will that he should do them 

good. 
But now the anxious dame impatient grown. 
Demanded what the youth had heard or known. 
Whereon to ground those doubts but just ex- 

prest ; — 
Doubts, which must interest the feeling breast ; 
' Her brother wert thou, George ? — how, pry thee, 

say. 
Canst thou forego, or cast that name away ?' 
^No Jiving proofs have I,' the youth replied, 
' we by closest iiee are not allied ; 




THE MILLEB'a HAIQ. 



But in mv memoiy live, and ever mill, 

A mother a dying words^ 1 hear Ihem etill ; 

She raid, to one who watch'd her parting breatb, 
" Don't Mpuate tbs children at my death, 
Thaj're not both miiie : But " here tbe lera* 



Od> Aiendl; ra; oa that benighted hour.' 

Ne'er did the Chieft^ns of a »amag state 
Hear from the oracle their half-totd fate 
With more religious fear, or more suspense. 
Than Fhcebe now endur'd : — for every sense 
Became abeorb'd in this unwelcome theme ; 
Nav tvaj meditation, every dream, 
Th'lDexplicabU sentence held to netr, 
" They're not both mine," was every morning 

For, till this hour, the Maid had never proved 
Hair fat she was enthrall'd, how mueh she lov'd : 
In that fond character he £nl appear'd ; 
Hii kindness chann'd her, and his smiles endearM: 
This dubious mystery the passion crost ; 
Her peace was wounded, and her lover lost. 
For George, with all his resolution strove 
To check the progress of his growing love ; 
Or, if he e'er tndulg'd a tender kiss, 
Th' UDiavell'd secret robb'd him of bis bliss. 
Health's foe. Suspense, so irksome to be twrne. 
An ever-iuercing and relieating thorn. 
Hung on their hearts, when Nature bade them rise, 
And stole Content's br^hl ensign from their eyes. 
The good folk* saw Uie change, and griev'd to 

These troubles labouring in PhaWt nviQ&% 
Tbeylov'iJ them both; and wvftioTONTOKft ysv^*- 
Tbe only mwuu whence Tt^fc mi^\>*SisBi<**« 
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That, when the summer months should shrink the 

rill, 
And scarce its languid stream would turn the mill. 
When the spring broods, and pigs, and lambs were 

rear'd 
(A time when George and Phoebe might be spar'd). 
Their birth-place they should visit once again. 
To try with joint endeavours to obtain 
From record, or tradition, what might be 
To chain, or set their chained affections free : 
Affinity beyond all doubt to prove ; 
Or clear the road for Nature and for Love. 

Never, till now, did Phoebe count the hours. 
Or think May long, or wish away its flowers ; 
With mutual sighs both fann'd the wings of Time ; 
As we climb hills and eladden as we climb, 
And reach at last the distant promis'd seat, 
Casting the glowing landscape at our feet. 
Oft had the momine rose with dew been wet. 
And oft the joumeymg sun in glory set. 
Beyond the willoVd meads of vigorous grass, 
The steep green hill, and woods they were to pass ; 
When now the day arrived : impatience reign'd ; 
And George, — ^by trifling obstacles detain'd, — 
His bending blackthorn on the threshold prest, 
Survey'd the windward clouds, and hop'd tne best. 
Phoebe, attir'd with every modest ^race. 
While health and beauty revell'd m her face, 
Came forth ; but soon evinced an absent mind. 
For, back she tum'd for something left behind ; 
4gain the same, till George grew tir'd of liome. 
And peevishly exclaim'd, * Come, Phoebe, comflu 
Another hindrance yet he had to feel : 
As from the door they tripp'd with nimble heel, 
A poor old man, foot-founder'd and alone. 
Thus urgent spoke, in Trouble's genuine tmie i 
'My pretty Maid, if happiness you seek, 
Mty dtsappciatment never fade ^oui eYi»^\ — 




THE MILLER'S MAID. 



Hia words struck home ; and back she CuTn^d ftgun, 
(The ready fnend of indigence and pain). 
To banish bun^r froin hia ahatter'd ftmme j 
Aod close behind her, lo, the miller came. 
With jug in hand, and cried, ' George, why luch 

Here ; take a draught ; and let that soldier Oale. 
' Thanks for your bounty, Sir ;' the veteran said ; 
Threw down his wallet, and made bare hb head ; 
And straight began, though niii'd with doubts and 
Th' unprefac'd history of his tatter yeaia. [fears, 
' 1 cross'd th' Atlantic with our regunenl btaie. 
Where ucknesa sweeps whole regimenti to the 

grave i 
Yet I've escap'd ; and bear toy arms no more ; 
My age disehaig'd me when 1 came on shore. 
My wife, I've heard,' — and here he wip'd his eyes, — 
' In the cold comer of the church-yard liu. 
By her consant it was 1 left my home - 
Employment fail'd, and povei^ was come ; 
The bounty tempt^ me ; — she had it all : 
We parted ; and I've seen my betters ftli. 



Yet, as I'm spar'd, Ihoueh in this pitet 

I'm travelling honiewaid to my native place; 

Though should 1 reach that dear rememWd apot, 



haps old Grainger will be quite forgot.' 
All eyes beheld young Geot^e with wonder ttart r 
Strong were the secret bodings of his heart i 
Yet not indulg'd: for he with double survey'd 
By turns the stranger, and the lovely maid. 
• Had yoD no children V—' Yes, young mu ; I'd 
A boy, if still he lives, as old as you : [two: 

Yet not my own ; but likely so to prove \ 
Though but the pledge of an iuAa^iVi^'Vxi«'- 
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But why, young folks, should I detain you hetet 
Go : and may blessings wait upon your cheer, 

I too will traYel on ; perhaps to find , 

The only treasure that I left behind. 
Such kindly thought my fiaunting hopes revive !•— 
Phoebe, my cherub, art thou yet alive V 
Could nature hold ! — Could youthful love for- 
bear! 
George clasp'd the wond'ring maid, and whispered. 

/There! 
You're mine for ever ! — O, sustain the rest ; 
And hush the tumult of your throbbing breast.' 
Then to the Soldier turn d, with manly pride. 
And fondly led his long-intended bride : 
* Here, see your child ; nor wish a sweeter flow'r, 
'Tis Georee that speaks ; thou'lt bless the happy 

hoiir ! — 
Nay, be composed ; for all will yet be well, 
I'hough here our history's too long to tell / 

A lon^-lost father found, the mystery clear'd. 
What mmgled transports in her face appeared ! 
The gazing veteran stood with hands uprais'd — 
' Art thou indeed my child ! then, God be 

prais'd/ 
O'er his rough cheeks the tears profusely spread : 
Such as fools say become not men to shed ; 
Past hours of bliss, regenerated charms, 
Rose, when he felt his daughter in his arms : 
So tender was the scene, the generous dame 
Wept, as she told of Phoebe's virtuous fame, 
And the good host, with gestures passing strange. 
Abstract^ seem'd through fields of joy to range : 
Rejoicing that his favoured roof should prove 
Virtue's asylum, and the nurse of love ; 
Rejoicing that to him the task was given. 
While his full soul was mounting up to Heav'n. 
But now, aa from a dream hia Teaaotv %^tvlt\^^ 
t-^«/ heartiest greedags dwelt upon Yua \,oti^<i *. 
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Thi Mundiiig kitchen Door U once receiv'd 
The happy group, with all their fean nlier'd : 
' Soldier, he cried, ' ^u've Ibuiid your giil i 'Ib 
But suffer nu to be a father too ; [true: 

For, nsier child that bltsl a paieot'i knee. 
Could shew more duty than atie has to me. 
Strangely ehe came ; Affliction chai'd her hard : 
I piti^ her ;— and Ihia Is my reward ! 
HetQ BiL you down ; recouDt your perils o'er ^ 
HeDGeforthbethisyourhoiDe; and grieve no more: 
Plenty hath ehower'd her dew-drops od my he«d ; 
Care visits not my table, nor my bed. 
My heart's warm wishes thus then I fulfil ; — 
My dame and I can live writhout the MUh 
George, take the whole ; I'll near you still remain. 
To guide your judgmeat in the choice of grain : 
In virtue's path commence your prosperous life; 
And from my hand receive your worthy wUe, 
Rise, Phcebe ; rise, my girl !_kneel not to me , 
Bnl to that Pow'r who interpos'd for thee. 
Integrity hath mark'd your bivourite youth ; 
Fair budding Honour, Coastaacy. and Truth ; 
Go to his arms ; — aad may unsullied joys 
Bring smiling round me, rosy girls and boys ! 
Ill love them for thy sake. And may your days 
Glide on, as glides the stream that never slap; 
Bright as whose shingled bed. till life's decline. 
May all your worth, and all your virlues shiu !' 



THE WIDOW 

TO 

HER HOUR-GLASS. 



Comb, friend, 111 turn thee up again : 
Companion <^ the lonely hour ! 
Spring thirty times hath fed with rain 
And cloth'd with leaves my humble bower. 

Since thou hast stood 

In frame of wood, 
On chest or window by my side : 
At every birth still thou wert near. 
Still spoke thine admonitions clear, — 

And, when my husband died. 

I've often watch*d thy streaming sand. 
And seen the growin? mountain rise, 
And often found Life s hopes to stand 
On props as weak in Wisdom's eyes : 

Its conic crown 

Still sliding down. 
Again heap'd up, then down again ; 
The sand above more hollow grew, 
Like days and years still filtering through, 

And mingling joy and pain. 

While thus I spin and sometimes siug, 
'For now and then my heart will gloi»- ) 
rhou measur'st Time's expanding wing : 
By thee the noontide hour I know : 
Though silent thou, 
StiU Shalt thou flow, 




And jog tioag thy destined way : 
But vhen I glean Iho inltry fields, 
When enilh her yellow harreBt yields, 

Thou gett'st a holiday. 

Steady as irntb. on either end 
Thy daily task performing well. 
Thou'rt meditalion's constant ftiend, 
And Blrik'st (he heart without it belt : 

Conie> lovely Hay ! 

Thy leDg;lhen'd day 
Shall gild ODce more my natire plain ; 
Carl inward here, aweel woodbine flow'i 
' Companion of the lonely hour, 

' I'll turn thee up again.' 



MARKET-NIGHT. 



' O Winds, howl not so long and loud ; 

Nor with your vengeance arm the snow : 
Bear hence each heavy-loaded cloud ; 

And let the twinkling star-beams glow. 

' Now sweepmg floods rush down the slope. 
Wide scattering ruin. — Stars, shine soon f 

No other light my Love can hope : 
Midnight will want the joyous Moon, 

* O guardian Spirits ! — Ye that dwell 

Where woods, and pits, and hollow ways. 
The lone night-trav'ller's fancy swell 
With fearful tales, of older days, — 

' Press round him : — guide his willing steed 
Through darkness, dangers, currents, snows ^ 

Wait where, from shelt'ring thickets fr^. 
The dreary heath's rude whirlwind blows. 

' From darkness rushing o'er his way. 
The thorn's white load it bears on high ! 

Where the short furze all shrouded lay, 
Mounts the dried grass ;— earth's bosom dry. 

* Then o'er the hill with furious sweep 

It rends the elevated tree 

Sure-footed beast thy road thou'lt keep : 
Nor storm nor darkness startles thee ! 

' O blest assurance, ^trusty steed,) 
^^ To thee the buried road is known ; 

^tjk ^ime, all the spar thy footsie]^ need, 
^f fVJien loose the froren ron ia thio^iv. 




'BetTcea the rouins bli^ls that ihalui 

The t»ked elder at the door, 
Though not one prattler to me apeak, 

Their aleepiag aigha delight me more. 

' Sound is their reat : — thn little know 
Wliat pain, whal cold, (heir Father feeli ; 

But dream, peritaps, they tee him now. 
While each the promis'd orange peela, 

' Would it vera so t — the fire bums bii^t. 
And on the wirmii^ tiCDcber gleama i 
' In Expectation's rapturd ught 
Kov precious hia arrival leeins I 

* 111 IcioIl abroad I — *tia piercLag cold I— 
How the bleak vind assaila hia breast ! 

Yn some faint light mine eyes behold . 
The ilonn is verging o'er the west 

' There ihinea a (lar ,' — O welcome sight 1 — 
Through the thin vapouis brighl'ning stilt t 

Yet, 'twas beneath the ^resl night 
The murd'rer stain'd yon lonely hill. 

' Mercy, kind Heaven ! such thoughts diapet t 
No voice, no footstep can I hear ! 

(Where night and silence brooding dwell. 
Spreads thy cold reign, hearl-chilling Fear.) 

' Distressing hour ! uucertain fate '. 

O Mercy, Mercy, guide him home ! — 
Hark !— Iheu I heard the diitast gate 

Repeat it, Echo ; quickly, come ! 



surely Heaven has t\f»^\ om W»* ■■ 
w him, cloth'd m mo* V ■'lii^*-— 
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' Where have you stay'd 1 put down your load. 

How have you borne the storm, the cold t 
What horrors did I not forbode 

That beast is worth its weight in gold/ 

Thus spoke the joyful wife ;-^then ran 
And hid in grateful steams her head : 

Dapple was hous'd, the hungry man 
With joy glaiMs'd o'er the children's bed. 



' What, all asleep ! — so best ;' he cried : 
' O what a night I've travell'd through f 

Unseen, unheara, I might have died ; 
But Heaven has brought me safe to you. 

' Dear partner of my nights and days, 
That smile becomes ihee ! — Let us then 

Learn, though mishap may cross our ways, 
li is not ours to reckon when.' 





FAKENHAM GHOST. 



Thi lawns vere dry in Eurtan park : 

(Here truth* inapiies my tale) 
The Imely footpath, still and dark. 

Led over tiUl and dale. 

Ben^hted nas an ancient dame. 

And fearful haate she made 
To gain the vale of Fakeuham, 

And had its villow shade. 

Her fooceteps kn«w no idle alops, 

But follow'd faster slill ; 
And echoed to the darksome copse 

That whiaper'd on the hill ; 

Where clam'roui rooks, yet scarcely hnsh'd, 

Bespoke a peopled shade ; 
And man; a wing the foliage brush'd. 

And hovering circuits made. 

The dappled herd of graoDg deer 
That sought the shades by day, 

Now stalled from her path with fear. 
And gave the stranger way. 

Darker it grew ; and darker fears 
Came o er her troubled mind ; 

When now, a abort quick step she hean 
Come palling close behind. 
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She turn'd ; it stopped \ — nought could she see 

Upon the gloomy plain ! 
But, as she strove &ie sprite to flse. 

She heard the same again. 

Now terror seiz'd her quaking frame i 

For, when the path was bare. 
The trotting Ghost kept on the same ! 

She mutter'd many a pray'r. 

Yet once again, amidst her fright 

She tried what sight could do ; 
When through the cheating glooms of night 

A MONSTER stood in view. 

Regardless of whatever she felt. 

It foUow'd down the plain ! 
She own'd her sins, and down she knelt. 

And said her pray'rs again. 

Then on she sped : and hope grew strong, 

The white park gate in view ; 
Which pushing hard, so long it swung 

That Ghost and all pass'd through. 

Loud fell the gate against the post ! 

Her heart-strings Uke to crack : 
For, much she fear'd the grisly ghost 

Would leap upon her back. 

Still on, pat, pat, the goblin went. 

As it had done before : — 
Her strength and resolution spent 

She fainted at the door. 



uui c 



Out came her husband much surprised : 
Out came her daughter dear : 
T-natur'd souls ! all unadvised 
what th9y had to f«ar. 
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TIm candle's gleam pierced through tbo night, 

Some ahort space o'er the green ; 
And there the litlle trotting sprite 

Distinctlj might be seen. 

An au'ifoal had loat its dam 

AVithia the spacious park i 
And mmple as the playful lamb. 

Had rollaw-d in the dark. 

No goblin be ; no imp of da : 

I^ crimes had ever kaown. 
They took the shaggy stranger in. 

And reai'd him aa their own. 

His little hoob would rattle ronod 

Upon the cottage floor ; 
The matron leara d to lore the Kiuad 

That frighten'd her before. 

A favourite the Ghost became ; 

And 'tiraa his fate to thtiie : 
And long he liv'd and spread hia fame, 

And kept the joke alive. 

For many a laugh went through the vale ; 



FRENCH MARINER. 

A BALLAD 



> 



An old French Mariner am I, 

Whom time hath render'd poor and gray ; 
Hear, conquering Britons, ere I die. 

What anguish prompts me thus to say. 

IVe rode o'er many a dreadful wave, 
IVe seen the reeking blood descend 

IVe heard the last groans of the brave ; 
The shipmate dear, the steady friend. 

Twas when De Grasse the battle join*d 
And struck, on April's fatal mom - 

I left three smiling boys behind. 
And saw my countiys lily torn. 

There, as I brav'd the storms of fate. 
Dead in my arms my brother fell ; 

Here sits forlorn his widow'd mate. 
Who weeps whene'er the tale I tell. 

Thy reign, sweet Peace, was o'er too soon ; 

War, piecemeal, robs me of my joy : 
For, on tne bloodstain'd first of June 

Death took my eldest favourite Boy. 

The other two enraged arose, 

' Our country claims our lives,' they said. 
With them I lost my soul's repose, 

That fatal hour my last hope fled. 

With Bnieys the proud Nile they sought : 
Where one in Img'ring woun<k expir'd ; 
WMe yet the other bravely fousht 
TAe Onent'B magazine was mA. 




THE FRENCH MARIN EB. 
And must I maum m; coimtrj'a almma 1 

And earioua cuiM the conauering Toe ! 
No more 1 feel that thim of fame i — 

All 1 coo feel is private woe> 
E'en all the joy that vict'ry brings, 

iHer bellowing giina, and flaming pridel 
d, mtonentaiy comfort flings 
Around nhere weeping friends reside ; 
Whoae bhghled bud no sun shall cheei, 
Whoae lamp of life no longer shine : 
Some paient, brother, child, most dear, 

Who ventur'd, and wbo died like mine. 
Piond-cresled fiend, the world's worst foe, 



Whence do luwghtl; horrc 

Nor pcTMe peace is <een to ble«d1 
Ah f why do these old eyes remain 

To see succeeding mornings rise ' 
Hy wife is dead, my chddren slain, 

And poverty ia all my prize. 
Yet ihall not poor enfeebled age 

Breathe forth revenge ; but rather aay, 

O Ood, who seeat Uk battle'! rage. 

Take from men'a hearts that rage away 1 
From the vindictive tongue of strife. 



Nor feel the woes that ligM on »> 



DOLLY. 



• Ingenuous trust, and confidence of Love* 



Thb Bat besan with giddy wing 
His circuit round the shed, the tree ; 

And clouds of dancing gnats to sing 
A summer-night*8 serenity. 

Darkness crept slowly o'er the East ! 

Upon the barn-roof watch'd the cat ; 
Sweet breath'd the ruminating beast 

At rest where Dollt musing sat 

A simple Maid, who could employ 

The silent lapse of evening mild. 
And lov'd its solitary joy : 

For Dolly was Reflection's child. 

He who had pledg'd his word to be 
Her life's dear guardian, hi away. 

The flow'r of Yeoman Cavalry, 

Bestrode a steed with trappings gay. 

And thus from memory's treasur'd sweets. 
And thus from love's pure fount she drew 

That peace, which busy care defeats 
And bids our pleasures bloom anew. 

Six weeks of absence have I borne 
Smce Hknrv took his fond farewell : 

The chnnns of that delightful morn 
Mv toni. le could thus for ever tell 

Ho at mv window whistling loud 

Arousal my lightsome heart to go : 
Day conqriViuc tiimbM frt»m cloud to cloud, 
Ihv tioUls all wort' a puT\Ao ^^Vnv. 




. We stroll'd Ihe baid'nng flaw'n tmong : 
One band the bridle Eeld behind ; 
The other round my wiisl was flung ; 
Sure n«ver Youlta spoke half so kind I 

The rwDg lark I could hut hear ; 

And jocnnd Baem'd the aoag to be : 
Bat nteeter soanded in my ear, 

Will Dollj BtUl be trae to mat 

From die rade Dock my ikiit had swept 
A fringe of clinging bum bo green ; 

Like them oui heaits sQll doier crept. 
And hook'd a Ihousaiid holds uoseen. 



The jweet-briar oped its pint-eyed rose, 
And gave its fragrance to the gale ; 

Though modest flow'rs may sweets diiclosB. 
More iweet was Heniy's eameM tale. 

Me aeem'd, melhought, on that dear mom. 
To pour out all Kia heart (o me; 

As if, the separation home, 
Th« comiDg hours would joyless be. 



II affainst tl 
Of heav'iily blue there violets gaj 
Hk band invited one by one. 

The posev with n smile he gave ; 
1 saw his meaning in ina Moa \ 
The witber'd treasure still 1 We , 
JUjr boeom holds die fragiaut ^inifi- 
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With his last kiss he wonld have vowM ; 

But blessings crowding forced their wi 
Then hnnted he his courser proud ; 

His time elaps'd he could not stay. 

Then first I felt the parting pang ; — 
Sure the worst pang the lover feels ! 

His horse unruly nom me sprang, 
The pebbles new beneath his heels ; 

Then down the road his vigour tried. 

His rider gazing, gazing still ; 
' My dearest, 111 be true,' he cried :— 

And, if he lives, I'm sure he will. 

Then haste, ye hours, haste, eve and mom, 
Yet strew vour blessings round my homf 

Ere winter's blast shall strip the thorn 
My promis'd joy, my love, will oome. 





LINES, 

OCCASIONED nt 

A VISIT TO WHITTLEBDRY PUREST, 



Geniui ot the foieat shades ! 

Lend Ihy powV, and lend ttiine Bar ! 
A slnuiger trod thy loaely glades. 

Amidst thy dark and houadiag Jeer ; 
InquiiiDg childhood claimH the verae> 

Be with me while 1 thus rehearse 
The gloiiea of Ihy lylvan Tcign. 

rbv dells by wint'ry ourreuta worn, 

Seclnded haunti, bow dear to me ! 
From all but nature's coavene bocne. 

No ear to heai, no eye to see. 
Their honour'd leaves the green oaks re: 

And crowa'd the upland's graceful s\ 
While aiu 

Eaebdi 

_, e'en sumioer's nounlide ftoVi, 
When AnguM in his bununf^ cax 
WitbboldM tba cUnid, wi&AuA&K 'ft^ dus^^ - 
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The deep-ton'd low from either hQ], 
Down hazle aisles and arches green 

(The herd's rude tracks from rill to rill); 
Roar'd echoing through the solemn scene* 

From my charm'd heart the numbers sprung. 

Though birds had ceas'd the choral lay : 
I pour'd wild raptures from my tongue, 

And gave delicious tears their way. 
Then, (mrker shadows seeking still, 

Where human loot had seldom stray'd« 
I read aloud to every hill 

Sweet Emma's love, ' the Nut-brown Maid. 

Shaking his matted mane on high 

The gazing colt would raise his head ; 
Or. tim rous doe would rushing fly, 

And leave to me her grassy bed : 
Where, as the azure sky appeared 

Through bow*rs of every varying form. 
Midst the deep gloom methought X he^rd 

The daring progress of the storm. 

How would each sweeping pond'rous bough 

Resist, when straight the whirlwind cleaves^ 
Dashing in strengthening eddies through 

A roaring wilderness of leaves ! 
How would the prone descending show'r 

From the green canopy rebound ! 
How would the lowland torrents pour I 

How deep the pealing thunder sound ! 

But peace was there : no lightnings blaz'd :— > 

No clouds obscur'd the face of Heav'n : 
Down each CTeen op'ning while I gaz'd 

My thoughts to home, and you, were giv'n. 
O tender minds ( in life's gay mom 

clouds must dim your coming day ; 
less pride and faiaebood scoiti, 
uks this shall c\i«m ^o>]x '^^'1 * 
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Now at tlie dark wood's stately ude, 

Well pleu'd I met the aun iLgBin ; 
Hen fleettDg FaDCy travell'd widel 

M; aeal wm deami'd to tfae main ■ 
Far, maoy an oak lay slietch'd at leogtli, 

Wboee truoks(«itb baik no longer >heath'd) 
Had reacb'd their full meridian strenglh 

Before jour father's fathti brealh'd ! 
Perhaps Iheyll many a cod Bid brave. 

And many a dreadful atorm defy ; 
Tlien groamng o'er the adverse «avB 

Brin^ home the flag of victory. 
Go, then, proud oaks! we meet no more ! 

Go, grace the scenes to me denied. 
The white chlfs round my native shore, 

And the loud ocean's swelling tide. 
' Gemus of the forest shades,' 

Svreet, from tiie heiglils of thy domain, 
When the giay ev'ning shadow fades. 

To view the country^s golden grain 1 
To view the gleaming village spire 

Midst distant groves unlinown lu me ; 
Groves, that grown brighl in borrow'd fiiQ, 

Bow o'er the peopled vale* to thee ! 
Where was thy elliD train thai play 

Round Wake's huge oak, their favourile Heel 



"Si' 



thev not reveal'd lo me ! 
iling faines left behind. 
Affection brought you to my view ; 
To love and tenderness resign d, 

I sat me oovrn and thought of you. 
When momini^' still unclouded rose, 

Refresh'd with sleep and \qjoo« &i«aiD£, 
Whem tfuafal fields with wooAlaiiAo tVt»6. 
/ Ciac'd the birth oE vai\ouB tUeaxnk. 



» 
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WHITTLBBURY FOREST. 



From beds of clay, here creeping riUs 
Unseen to parent Ouse would steal ; 

Or, gusking from the northward hills. 

Would fitter through Toves' winding dale. 

But ah ! ye cooling springs, fatrewell ! 

Herds, I no more your freedom share ; 
But long my grateful tongue shall tell 

What brought your gazing stranger there. 
* Genius of the forest shades. 

' Lend thy power, and lend thine ear ;' 
Let dreams soil lengthen thy long glades. 

And bring thy peace and silence oere. 




SONG 
FOR A HIGHLAND DROVER, 



Now fare-thee-well, England ; no further 111 



For my Maggy's at borne, and my children at plajrl 
1^9 thu makta my bonnet ul light on my biow, 
Gives my nnews their Btrength and my boMm iU 

gW. 
Farewell, mountaineers ! my companioos, adieu ; 
Soon, many long miles when I'm seier'd Irom you, 
1 shall miss your white homa on the brink of the 

And o'er the rough heaths, where yooll nerer 

Butinbrave English p«ttu[«9 yon caJmatGOmplain, 
While your Droverapeedsbackta his Mag^ again. 
O Tweed '. gentle Tweed, as I pass your green 
More than lUe, mon than love my tir'd spirit in- 

There Scotland, my darling, lies full in my view. 
With her bare-footed lasses and mountaint so blue: 
To the mODQlains away ; my heart bounds like 

the hind; 
For nome is so eweel, and my Maggy so kind. 
As day after day I still follow m^ cquiw. 
And ID fancy trace back e;«ec^ Kwua ia "^ 
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Hope cheers me up hills, where the road lies be- 
fore 

O'er hills just as high, and o'er tracks of wild 
moor; 

The keen polar star nightly rising to view ; 

But Maggy's my star, just as steady and true. 

ghosts of my fathers ! O heroes look down ! 
Fix my wandering thoughts on your deeds of 

renown, 
For the glory of Scotland reigns warm in my breast. 
And fortitude grows both from toil and from rest ; 
May your deeds and your worth be for ever in 

view. 
And may Maggy bear sons not unworthy of you. 

Love, why do you urge me, so weary and poor .' 

1 cannot step faster, I cannot do more ; 

I've pass'd silver Tweed ; e'en the Tay flows be- 
hind; 
Yet fatigue 1*11 disdain ; — my reward I shall find ; 
Thou, sweet smile of innocence, thou art my prize ; 
And the joy that will sparkle in Maggy's blue eyes. 

Shell watch to the southward ; — ^perhaps she will 

sigh, 
lliat the way is so long and the mountains so 

high ; 
Perhaps some huge rock in the dusk she may see. 
And Mrill say in her fondness, * That surely is hel' 
Good virife you're deceiv'd ; I'm still far from my 

home : 
QOf sleep, my dear Maggy, — to-moirow 111 come. 




TWO YOUNG LADIES. 



WsBN tender rose-trees first receive 
On halE-eipiiDded leaves, tlie shower ; 

Hope's gajesl pictures we belieTO, 
And anxious watch each coming flower. 



With joy ihor opening titita we liew, 
While mamiug's precious momenls By i 

Uv prett; maids, 'lis thus with i^ou, 
The fond admiring gaier, I. 

Preserve, sweet buds, where'er you be. 
The richest gem that decks a wife — 

The charm ofjemale moduli/ ,- 
And let sweet music give il life. 



And meet old age without a dread. 

Yet, ere that cornea, while yel ye qua? 

The cup of health vrithoui a pain, 
111 shake my gray hun w\ieii -jomWi^, 

Aadi when you aine,^ ^oua^^^^^. 
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Both the young Ladies had addreued to me a ten 
complimentary lines (and I am sorry that those of 
the elder sister were nerer in my possession) ; in 
return for which I sent the above. It was received 
on the day on which the younger completed her 
ninth year. Surely it cannot be ascribed to vanity, 
if, in gratitude to a most amiable family* I here pre- 
serve verbatim an effort of a child nine years old. I 
have the more pleasure in doing it, because / know 
them to be her own. R. B. 

* Accept, dear Bard, the Muse's genuine thought* 

And take not ill the tribute of my heart : 

For thee the laureat wreath of praise 111 bind ; 
None that have read thy commendable mind 
Can let it pass unnoticed— nor can I-— 
For by thy lays I know thy fympatUT. ' F* P. 




^ 




PART or THE FARMER'S BOY 



Het GUet ! ID whtit new pA art drest 1 
For Lada like Toti meChmlu a bold one ; 

I^ glad to Me thee ao canst ; 
But, haik ye '. — don't despise yoni old on 

rhou'rt not the first by maaj a Boy 
Who've foood abroad good friends to (nn 

Then, in sucb coals have sbewn Ihdr jo; 
E'en Ibeir ran Fathtn have not known '< 



no 



NANCYr—A SONG. 



You ask me, dear Nancy, what makes me presume 
That you cherish a secret affection for me ? 

When we see the flow'rs bud, don't we look for 
the bloom 1 
Then, sweetest, attend while I answer to thee. 

When we young men with pastimes the twilight 
beguile, 

I watch your plump cheek till it dimples with joy. 
And observe, that wnatever occasions the smile. 

You give me a glance ; but provokingly coy. 

Last month, when wild strawberries, pluckt in the 
grove. 
Like beads on the tall seeded grass you had 
strung, 
You gave me the choicest ; I hoped 'twas for love ; 
And I told you my hopes while the nightingale 
sung. 

Remember the viper : — 'twas close at your feet. 
How you started, and threw yourself into my 
arms; 

Not a strawberry there was so ripe nor so sweet 
As the lips wmch I kiss'd to subdue your alarms. 

As I puH'd down the clusters of Nuts for my Fair, 
Wliat a blow 1 receiv'd from a strong bending 
bough; 

and other gay lasses were there, 
Hiem shew'd such com^QscnoTi \)& num. 





NANCY. 1 1 1 

And WBSttcatnpasaion? — byheiiTen 'tvasmore: 

A (ell-tale beuays you ; — that blush an your 

cheek ■- [o'er, 

Then come, dearest maid, all yoat tiifling girc 
And whisper vhat candour will leach jou b> 

Can you Main my bii honour wlih one broken 

Can you aay that I've erer occaaioii'd a pain i 
On truth's honest bsae let yam tenderness grow : 
I swear to be faithful, again aod again. 



ROSY HAVNAH. 



A sPkiNO o'erhung with many a flow'r, 

The gray sand dancing in its hed, 
Embank'd beneath a hawthorn bower. 

Sent forth its waters near my head : 
A rosy lass approach'd my view ; 

I caught her blue eye's modest beam : 
The stranger nodded ' How d'ye do T 

And leap'd across the infant stream. 

The water heedless ^ass'd away : 

With me her glowm^ image stay'd : 
I strove from that auspicious day. 

To meet and bless the lovely maid. 
I met her where beneath our feet 

Through downy moss the wild-thyme grew ; 
Nor moss elastic, flow'rs though sweet, 

Match'd Hannah's cheek of rosy hue. 

I met her where the dark woods wave, 

And shaded verdure skirts the plain ; 
And when the pale moon rising gave 

New glories to her cloudy train. 
From her sweet cot upon the moor 

Our plighted vows to heaven are flown ; 
Truth made me welcome at her door. 

And ro6j Hannah is my own. 




SONG. 

B SHEPHERD AND HIS DOG ROVER. 



Rover, awake I the graj cock crows ! 

Come, shake youi coat and go with me ' 
lliih in llie east ths greea hill ^lowa; 

And glory crowns our shelt'nag tree. 
The sheep eipect us at the fold: 

My bithful Dog, let's haste am;. 
And m his earliest beams behold. 

And hail, the sotirce of cheeifu] day. 

Half his broad oib o'erlooLi the hUl, 

And, darling down the valley flies : 
At ereiy casement welcome still ; 

The golden summons of the skies. 
Go, fetch my staif j and o'er the dews 

Lei echo waft thj gladsome Toice. 
Shall we ft cheerful note refuse 

When nang mom proclauna, ' Rejoice V 

Now then well start ; and thus I'll slmg 

Our store, a trivial load m bear : * 
Yet, ere night comes, should hunger sting, 

I'll not encroach on Rover'a share. 
The fresh breeie bears its sweets along ; 

The lark but chides us while we slay ■ 
Soon shall the vale repeat my song; 

Go, brush neliire, sway, away. 
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HUNTING SONG. 



Yb daxkflome woods where echo dwells. 
Where evexy bud with freedom swells 

To meet the glorious day : 
The morning breaks ; again rejoice ; 
And with old Ringwood's well-known voice 

Bid tuneful echo play. 

We come, ye groves, ye hills, we come : 
The vagrant fox shall hear his doom, 

And dread our jovial train. 
The shrill horn sounds, the courser flies, 
While every sportsman joyful cries, 

' There's Kingwood's voice again.' 

Ye meadows, hail the coming throng : 
Ye peaceful streams that wind along. 

Repeat the hark-away : 
Far o'er the downs, ye gales that sweep. 
The daiing oak that crowns the steep. 

The roaring peal convey. 

The chttiing notes of cheerful hounds. 
Hark ! how the hollow dale resounds ; 

The sunny hills how gay. 
But where 's the note, brave dog, like thine 1 
Then urge the steed, the chorus join, 

^is Bingwood leads the way. 




LUCY;-A SONG. 



Tbt favourite Bird ia B<»rm|; still : 
My Lucy, hute thee o'er the dale ; 
The streain '» let loose, Bad from Ibe mill 

All ailent comea the balmj gale j 
Yet, BO lightly on ita way, 
Seema to whisper, ' Holid»j.' 

llie pathway flowers that bendinE meet 

Aod give the meada their yellow hue, 

TheMay-bi-'^ --'■'- ' 



Reserve their rrai 



ibyl 



Since there thy amiles, my cbaiming maid. 
Are with unfeigned rapture seen, 
To beauty be the bomi^ paid I 
Come, claim the triumph of the graen. 

Here'a my hand, come, come away i 

Share the merry holiday. 

A promise too my Lucy made, 
(And shall my heart its claim resiEu T^ 
That ere May-Sowers again should faric, 
Her heart and hand should both be miiuk 

Ilaik ye, Lucy, this ia May 

Love shall crown ov"~ "" "'' 



laMajj 
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WINTER SONQ. 



Dbar Boy, throw that icicle down, 

And sweep this deep snow from the door : 
Old Winter comes on with a frown ; 

A terrible frown for the poor. 
In a season so rude and forlorn 

How can age, how can infancy bear 
The silent neglect and the scorn 

Of those who have plenty to spare ? 

Fresh broach'd is my cask of old ale, 

Well-tim'd now the frost is set in ; 
Here's Job come to tell us a tale. 

We'll make him at home to a pin. 
While my wife and I bask o*er the fire. 

The roll of the seasons will prove. 
That Time may diminish desire. 

But cannot ezting;uish true love. 

the pleasures of neighbourly chat, 
If you can but keep scandal away. 

To learn what the world has been at, 
And what the great orators say ; 

Though the wind through the crevices sing, 
And hail down the chimney rebound ; 

1 *m happier than many a king 

While the bellows blow bass to the sound, 

Abundance was never my lot: 

But out of the trifle that's given, 
ThsLt DO curse may alight on m^ coX., 
Ill distribute the bounty oi UeaNWi \ 




PBACK. 

Tbe fool aod the slate gather weahh : 

But if 1 add nought to my sloie, 
Yet while I keep coancteDce in health, 
I've a miiLe lEal nill amei gmw poor. 



Hti.T ! ye legiona, sheube your steet t 

Blood grows precioua ; gbed no ntoM : 
Cease your toils ; youc wounds to heal -. 

Lo '. beams of mercy reach the shore ! 
Frem realms of everlajting light 

The favour'd gueat of Uearen is coma t 
FroaCrala your Baanen at the sight, 

And bear the gJonoiu tidings home* 

The plunging corpse with half-clos'd eyn. 

No more shall gtaiu th' unconacious brine ; 
Yon pendant gay, that Btreaming flies. 

Around its idle staff shall Cwinc. 
Behold ! along th' etherial sky 

Her beams o'er conquering navies spread ; 
Peace ! Peace I (he leaping sailors cry, 

With ahouls thai laigbt arouie the dead. 

Then forth Britannia's thunder pours ; 

A vast reiterated sound f 
From line to line the cannon roars. 

And spreads the blazing joy around. 
Return, ye brave '. your coimti-j caS\»\ 

Relurn, return, your lasVia ^ne'. 
Wbile here the tear o{ ttansnoiv \ai\>. 
To grate your UureU nooV^ «<iu> 
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Albion Clififl — ^from age to age. 

That bear the roaring storm of heav'n. 
Did ever fiercer warfare rage, 

Was eyer piece more timely given ? 
Wake ! sounds of joy : rouse, generous isle ; 

Let every patriot bosom glow : 
Beauty, resume thy wonted smile. 

And, Poverty, thy cheerfid brow. 

Boast, Briton, of thy glorious guests ; 

Peace, Wealth,and Commerce,all thine o^ n. 
Still on contented labour rests 

Hie basis of a lasting throne. 
Shout, Poverty ! 'tis Heaven that saves ; 

Protected Wealth, the chorus raise, 
Buler of war, of winds, and waves. 

Accept a prostrate nation^s praise. 




PLACE OF MY NATIVITY. 



Tbodoe wioter'a frowni had damp'ij the beaming 

eye, 
Though twelve auccesdve aummeia heai'dtheagh. 
The una^complish'd wish waa Bdll the aame ; 
Till May in neir and sudden glories came ! 
Mj heart iras roiu'd ; and Fancy, on the wing, 
Thua heaid the language af enchanting apiing : — 

' Come 10 thy naliie groves and fruitful field* I 
Ttiou knovr'st the frurance thai the wild flow'r 

yields; 
Inhale the bceeie that bendi the purj^ bud. 
And plan along the maigiD of the trood. 
I've cloth'd lheD> all ; the very woods where thnu 
Id infancy lea/ik'd'st praise from every hougb, 
Would'stthea bahold again the vernal day 7 
My rtign is short; — this instant come away; 
Ere Philomel shall silent meet the mora ; 
She hails the gieen, but not the np'ning com. 
Coooe, ere the pastures lose their yellow floVn : 
Come iKnT , with heart as jocund as the honn.' 

Who could resist the call! — that Giles bad done. 
Nor heard the birds, nor seen the rising sutii 
Had not Benevolence, with cheering ray. 
And IjreatDen stoop'ii, indulgent to display 
Praise which does surely not to Gim \^tta,f,. 
Bat to Itio objecta that msnu'iViswnni,. 
Inunediila pleuiir« from ULoee (tiuwa fLoW&', 
Kemoter bbaa within hi* boaom g\oVA.. 
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ON REVISITING. Ac. 



Now tasted all ; — for I have heard and seen 
The long remembered voice, the church, the 

green: — 
And oft by friendship's gentle hand been led 
Where many a hospitable board was spread. 
These would I name— but each, and all can feel 
What the (ull heart would willingly reveal : 
Nor needs be told ; that at each season's birth, 
Still the enamell'd, or the scorching earth 
Gave, as each mom or weary night would come, 
Ideal sweetness to my distant home : 
Ideal now no more : — for, to m^ view 
Spring's promise rose, how admirably true ! 
Trie early chorus of ihe cheerful grove 
Gave pomt to gratitude, and fire to love. 
O Memory! shield me from the world's poor strife; 
And give those scenes thine everlasting life I 




^ 



WILD FLOWERS; 

PASTORAL AND LOCAL POETRY. 

ABNER 

THE WIDOW JONES. 



Wgli ! I'm detennined; thal'ii enough 
Gee, Bayard I moTe your poor old b 

111 take to-roairow, smooth oi raugb. 
To go and court the Widow foD». 



ir talka of Btabl»-foam, 



Bayiuil, thou'lt |^ to feed the hounds. 

But could I win the widow's haucl, 

I'd make a trace twiit death and Ihne ; 

Far thou upon the best of land 

ShouH'et feed, and live, and die with me. 

And must the pole-aie lay thee low 7 
And will they pick thj poot o'WL\Kl\l^*^ 

Nn—hang me if It shall be bo, 

If I can urin the Widow Jom*. 
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Twirl went his stick ; his curly pate 

A bran-new hat uplifted bore ; 
And Abner, as he leap'd the gate. 

Had never look'd so gay before. 

And every spark of love reviv'd 
That had pcrplexM him long ago. 

When busy folks and fools contriv'd 
To make his Mary answer — no. 

But whether, freed from recent vows, 
Her heart had back to Abner flown, 

And markM him for a second spouse. 
In truth is not exactly known. 

Howbeit, as he came in sight, 

She turned him from the garden stile, 

And downward look'd with pure delight 
With half a sigh and half a smile. 

She heard his sounding step behind, 
The blush of joy crept up her cheek. 

As cheerly floated on the wind, 
*' Hoi ! Mary Jones — what won't you speak ?" 

Then, with a look that ne'er deceives. 
She turned, but found her courage fled \ 

And scolding sparrows from the eaves 
Peep'd forth upon the stranger's head. 

Down Abner sat, with glowing heart, 

Resolv'd, whatever might betide. 
To speak his mind, no other art 

He ever knew, or ever tried. 

And gently twitching Mary's hand. 
The bench had ample room for two. 

His Brst word made her understand 
Tlie plowman's errand was Vo v<oo. 




ABNUt AND TEE WIIX>W JONES. 1<3 

" Mv M«iy — nwj I call the* aol 
" For mui; a happy daj ite'Te Been, 

■' And if nol mine, aye, jesn ngo, 

" Whose was the Uultl yon might have been ! 

" All that's gom by: but I've been maiiiig, 
*' And Tow'd, and hope to keep it trne, 

" That she shall be my okd heart's chooehij 
" Whom I call wife. — Hey, what say you! 



in jean, thongbt 1, amidst my Bone, 
IVe Ittea head-man at Harewood oam. 

id now, my own deu Mary's Iree, 
Whom I have lor'd this many a day, 
" Who knows bat she may think on nut 
~~~ go hear what she has to say. 

" Perhaps that little stock of land 
" She holds, but knows not how to till, 

'■ WUI sufler in the widow's hand, 
" And make poor Mary poorer still. 

" That scrap of land, with one like her, 
" How we might live! and be so bieitl 

" And who ahould Mary Jones preferl 
" Why, surely, lum who loves her best! 



And lean'd her head against the vine, 

With quick'uing sobs of siicTiX \i\i)* , 
Till Abaer cried, " You mottW wane, 
" Yoa Dniet," — and aeal'diX-tiiSttiVia. 



<« 



« 



«« 



<« 
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She talk'd of shame, and wip'd her cheek. 

But what had shame with them to do. 
Who nothing meant but truth to speak. 

And downright honour to pursoe? 

His eloquence improved apace. 

As manly pity fill'd his mind ; 
" You know poor Bayard; here's the case, — 

" He's past his labour, old, and blind : 

If you and I should but agree 
" To settle here for good suid all. 
Could you give all your heart to me, 
** And grudge that poor old rogue a stall! 

I'll buy him, for the dogs shall never 
"Set tooth upon a friend so true ; 
Hell not live long, but I for ever 
" Shall know I gave the beast his due. 

" 'Mongst all I've known of plows and carts, 
" And ever since I learned to drive, 

" He was not match'd in all these parts j 
" There was not such a horse alive ! 

" Ready, as birds to meet the mom, 
" Were all his efforts at the plough ; 

" Then, the mill-brook with hay or com, 
" Good creature ! how he'd spatter through ! 

" He was a horse of mighty pow'r, 

'* Compact in frame, and strong of limb ; 

" Went vidth a chirp from hour to hour ; 
" Whip-cord ! 'twas never made for him. 

" 1 left him in the shafts behind, 
" His fellows all unhook'd and gone, 
He neigh 'd, and deem'd the thin^ unkvod, 
2y»e/j, BtartiDg, drew the loaid ^\oiift\ 







nething left lo aay ; 
" nut, fllary, am 1 wrong or right, 
" Or, do I throw mj wotds owayT 

" Leave me, or take me and mr borse j 
" I're told thee truth, and all I know : 



" Ym. Abner, but thus aooD to yield, 

" Neighbours would fleer and look behind 'e 

" Thougli, with a husband in the field, 
" Perhaps, indeed, 1 should not mind 'em. 

" I've kDDwu jDur geoerous nature well, 
" My fiiat dcuial cost me dear ; 



" Bless thee foi thai," the plowman cried, 

Al once both starlmg £rom the seat. 
He stood A ^ardian by her aide. 

But talk'd of home, — 'twas grewiog late- 
Then step for step within his arm. 

She cheer'd him down the dewy way; 
And 00 two birds upon the ^xm 

E'ei prated with more joy than they. 

What news at home! The smile he wore 
One little sentence turn'd to sorrow ; 

An order met him at the door, 
" Take Bayard to the dogs to-morrow." 



I must obey, and he m 



y^ WILD FT«WERS. 

He left his Mary late at night. 
And had succeeded in the main. 

No sooner peep'd the morning light 
But he wag on the road again! 

Suppose she should refuse her hand? 

Such thoughts will come, I know not why; 
Shall I, without a wife or land. 

Want an old horse 1 then wherefore buyl 

From bush to bush, from stile to stile, 
Perplex'd he trod the fellow ground. 

And told his money all the while 

And weigh'd the matter round and round. 

" 111 borrow," that's the best thought yet; 

Mary shall save the horse's life. — 
Kiud-hearted wench ! what, run in debt 

Before I know shell be my wifel 

These women wo'nt speak plain and free. — 
Well, well, I'll keep my service still ; 

She has not said she'd marry me. 
But yet I dare to say she will. 

But while I take this shay-brain'd course. 

And like a fool run to and fro. 
Master, perhaps, may sell the horse ! 

Therefore this instant home 111 go. 

The nightly rain had drench the grove 
He plung'd right on with headlong pace ,* 

A man but half as much in love 
Perhaps had found a cleaner place. 

The day rose fair ; with team a-field. 
He watch *d the farmer's cheerful brow ; 

And in a lucky hour reveal'd 
Hie secret at his post, the plough 
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And (here without a whine begsn, 

" Master, ynu'll give me your lulvice; 
I'm going lo many— If I can— 

" And want old Bajard; what'i hii piicel 

" Foi Mary JotMS lut oighl agmd. 



" Have not the thought of gain in view ; 
" Bayari'i beet days we're seen go by ; 
" He shall be cheap enough to you." 

The wage* pud, tbe horse brought out. 



** You're welcome, Abner, to Ihe beast, 
" For you've a faithful aervant beeni 

" They'll thrive I doubt not in tbe least, 
" w ho know what woik and service me! 

The maids at parting, one and all. 

From different windows different tones ; 

Bade him farewell with many a bawl, 
And sent their love to Mary Jones. 

He wav'd his hat, and tum'd away. 
When loud the en of chiidren rose ; 



Half choak'd with joy, with love, and pride. 

He DOW with dainQ clover fed him, 
Now took a short triumphant ride. 

And then again got ^wn aii& \«&^unk. 



•*i8 WILD FLOWERS. 

A.Dd hobbling onward i|.p the hill. 
The widow's house was full in sight. 

He pull'd the bridle harder still, 
" Come on, we ^anH be there to-mght.** 

She met them with a smue so sweet. 
The stable-door was open thrown; 

The blind horse lifted high his feet, 
And loudly snorting, laid him down. 

O Victory ! from that stock of laurels 

You keep so snug from camps and thrones, 

Spare us otie twiy from all their quarrels 
From Abuer and Widow Jones. 




UX OLD OAK TABLE. 



FRIBNsof mjpesrceMdaTSttnibBtantitd fri«iMl, 
Wbnni wetilth can never chiinge, nor int'reet bend 
I loYe thee like a child. Thoa wertto me 
The domb compajiioD of my misery, 
And oftner of roy joys; — then as lapoke, 
I abar'd thy eyropathy, Old Heart of Oatt 
For anrely when my labonr eeas'd at night. 
With trembling, fereriiib hands and aching Bight, 
The draught th&t cheer'd me ajid snbdu'd my care. 
On thy bioad shouldeni thon wcrt prood to bear 
0'*r thee, with expectation' " ' ' 



%t and psnder'd on my future fal« : 
. ee, with vintermaffinB for tl^ Btorf, 
e lean'd, and quite forgot that I was poor. 



Where dropp'd the acorn that gave birth lo tbee? 
Canst thoa trace back thy line of ancestry! 
We're maCoh'd, old Iriend, and let us not repine. 
Darkness o'erhanga thy origin and mine; 
Both may be truly honourable : yet. 
We'll due our honours from the day «e met; 

■"" - ofmywo-'" '-'-■'- ■ 

relcoDie i 

Dock 
Thou cam'Et, when hopes ran high and lore was 

young; 
But soon our otive-branches round thee sprung; 
Soon come the days that tried a faithful wite, 
The noise of children, and the cares of life. 
Then, midst the threat' omoa <A ^wvbIt^ **."!, 
That covgh which blights ftio\iaa. •A'wSk&i'J . 
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The dread of parents, Rest's inveterate foe, 
Came like a plague, and turn'd my songs to woe. 

Best! without thee what strength can lung 
survive. 
What spirit keep the flame of Hope alive? 
The midnight murmur of the cradle gave 
Sounds of despair; and chilly as the grave 
We felt its undulating blast arise. 
Midst whisper'd sorrows and ten thousand sighs. 
Expiring embers warn'd us each to sleep, 
By turns to watch alone, by turns to weep, 
By turns to hear, and keep from starting wild. 
The sad, faint wailings of a dying child. 
But Death, obedient to Heaven's high command, 
Withdrew his jav'lin, and unclench'd his hand; 
The little sufferers triumphed over pain. 
Their mother smil'd, and bade me hope again. 
Yet Care gain'd ground. Exertion triumph'd less, 
Thick fell the gathering terrors of Distress; 
Anxiety, and Griefs without a name, 
Had made their dreadful inroads on my frame; 
The creeping Dropsy, cold as cold could be, 
Unnerv'd my arm, bow'd my head to thee. 
Thou to thy trust, old friend, hast not been true; 
These eyes the bitterest tears that ever knew 
Let fall upon thee; now all wip*d away; 
But what from memory shall wipe out that day ? 
The great, the wealthy of my native land, 
To whom a guinea is a grain of sand, 
I thought upon them, for my thoughts were free. 
But all unknown were then my woes and me. 

Still, Bciiignation was my dearest friend. 
And Reason pointed to a glorious end ; 
With anxious sighs, a parent's hopes and piide, 

1 wish'd to live 1 trust I could have died! 

Bat wiDter^B clouds pursued their stormy way. 
jiad March broug^ht sunshme m\^iV3a»\<wv^g(JKYA 
day. 
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And bftd« tny beirt ariie, tliat mom and oigbt 
Kov tbrobb'd with irreBiBtible delieht 
Delight'ol 'twM to leave diiease behind, 
And feet the rennvation of the mind) 



Oar fellow BafTarere, oar only wealth, 
To gathpr (iBisieg in the breeze of health! 
'Twafl then, too, when our prospeetB grew so 

And Sabbath bella annoiiTic'd the morning pray'r, 
Beneath that vaat gigantic dome we bov'd, 
^"hat lifts itaflaming crosi above the cloud; 
Had guD'd the centre of the checquer'd fU>(»*i — 
That metant, with rerertKrating roar 

Buret fbrib the pealing organ mate we 

■tood;— 
"Hie strong sensatjon boiling through my blood; 
Rose in a storm of joj, allied to paio, 
I wept, aud worshipp'd God, and wept agsie; 
And felt, amidat the fervor of my pruhs, 
The Eweet assurances of better days. 

In that gay season, honest friend of mine. 
I mark'd Che brillant sun upon thee shine; 
Imagination took her flights lo frra, 
Home was delicioni wi^ mv book and thae, 
The purehasd noaegay, or brown ears of com, 
Were thy gay plumes upon a aummer's mom, 
Avakenin;; memory, that disdains control. 
The; spoke the darling language of icy sonl: 
They whisper'd tales nf joy, of peace, oftruih, 
Andconjur'd back the sunshine of my yuuth. 
Fancy presided at the joyful birth, 
1 pour'd Che torrrat of my feelings forth; 
Cunsciona of truth in Nature's humble 'rack. 
And wrote "The Farmer's Bo- ," ■o^otv ■Cwj >«^»>- 
Enoofh, old Frierd:— tiiuu'tt to\w, «eA -^^ 
I^i'lnke, 
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While I have pen to write, or tongae to speak. 

Whatever fortune deals me. — Part with theel 

Ko, not till death shall set my spirit free; 

For know, should plenty crown my life's decline, 

A most important duty may be thine: 

Then, guard me from Temptation's base control. 

From apathy and littleness of soul, 

The sight of thy old frame, so rough, so rude. 

Shall twitch the sleeve of nodding Gratitude; 

Shall teach me but to venerate the more 

Honest Oak Tables and their guests — ^the poor: 

Teach me unjust distinctions to deride* 

And falsehoods gender'd in the brain of Pride; 

Shall give to fancy still the cheerful hour^ 

To i'»tellect its freedom and its po«* er; 

To Hospitality's enchanting ring 

A charm, which nothing but thyself can bring. 

The man who would not look with honest pride 

( *n the tight bark that stemmed the roaring tide, 

And bore him. when he bow'd the trembling knee^ 

»ome, through the mighty perils of the sea, 

I love him not. — He ne'er shall be my guest; 

Nor sip my cup, nor witness how I'm blest; 

Nor lean, to bring my honest friend to shame, 

A sa< rilegious elbow on thy frame; 

But thou through life a monitor shalt prove» 

Sacred to Truth, to Poetry, and Love. 

Dec. 1803, 
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A F&OTINCIU. BALLAD. 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

In the descriptive bsllnd which fiillowa, It win 
be evident that I have endeavoured to preserve 
the style of a gosBip, and to trannmit the 
memorial of a cnBtom, the extent or antiquity of 
which I am not acquainted with, and pretend not 
lo enqnire. 

Id SnSolk baibandry the man whi, (whether 
by merit or by sufferance I know not) goes 
foremolt through the harvest with the scythe or 
the sickle, Is honoured with the title of "iord,'' 
and at the Borkey, or harvest-home feast, collects 
what ho can, for himself aud brethren, ^m the 
farmers and visitors, to make a "frolick" after- 
wards, called " the largess spending." By way 
of returning thanks, though perhaps formerly en 
Dmcb mor(>, or of different Bigni&cation, they im- 
mediately leave the seat of festivity, and with a 
very long and reppated shout of "a largpss,'' the 
number of shouts being regulated by the sums 
given, seem to wish to make themselves heard by 
the peopleof the aurronnding farms. Andbtfore 
thejrqoinlliBcompaQywithin,the pranks and the 
jollity I have endeavoured to describe, usnally 
Lake place. These customs, I behere, are going 
fast oot of use; which is one great reason for 
my trying to tell the rising raca ot ■ni»iJ«>.t^ 
that sEich were the custom* w^wi ^ ■«*» »'''«>'5- 
J' Jure annexed a gloBaaij oi widti-«u'i*i* 
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may be found by g^eneral readers to require ex- 
planaidon. We inll add a short extract from Sir 
Thomas Brown, of Norwich, M. D. who was born 
three years before Milton, and outlived him eight 
years. 

'^ It were not impossible to make an ori^nal 
reduction of many words of no general reception 
in England, but of common use in Norfolk, or 

SHSuliar to the East Angle counties; as, Baund, 
anny, Thurk, Enemis, Matchly, Sammodithee, 
Mawtner, Kedge, Seele, Stran, Clever, Dere, 
Nicked, Stingy, Noneare, Feft, Thepes, Gosgood, 
Kamp, Sibret, Fangast, Gothish, Thokish, Bide- 
o«ve,Faxwax. Of these, and some others, of no 
easy originals, when time will permit, the reso* 
ludon shall be attempted; which U* effect, the 
Danish language, new, and more ancient, may 
prove of go^ ^vantage: which nation remained 
here fifty years upon agreement, and have left 
many families in it, and the language of these 
parts had surely been more commixrd and per- 
plex, if the fleet of Hugo do Bones had not been 
cast away, wherein three-score thousand soldiers, 
out of Britany and Flanders, were to be waffced 
over, and were, by King John's appointment, to 
hare a settled Mbitation in the counties of Norfolk 
and Suffolk." Tract the viii. on Languages, par« 
tioularly the Sazon. Folio, 1686, page 4d. 
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Wh*t gMBipB prattled in tlie tan, 

Wbo talk'd bim hirlj dom, 
TTp, niemoryl tell; 'tis Sufiolk fbn, 

And lingo of tlieir own. 

Ah! Jodie Twitchetl* though thou'rt dead, 

With tbee the tale b«ginB; 
Fur still teem thrumming in my head 

The rattling of thy [ws I 

Thou Queen of knitters; forabaU 

Of worsted »tt8 thy pride; 
With danjiling gloctings great and Bm^l 
And world of clack beside 1 

"Wedidso laugh; the moOD shone bright; 

"More fun yonneier knew; 
" 'Tnas Farmer Cheenicis Hnrliey night, 

" And I, and Grace, and Sue 

" But bring a stool, sit roand about, 

" And boye, Ije qniet, pra; ; 
" And let me tell mf etorji out; 

'' 'Twaisitidiamerrjrdaj! 

"The batcher whistled at the door, 

" And brongbt a load of meat; 
"Bojs rubb'o their hands, and cried, 'there'a 

' Dogs wagg'd their taile to see't 

■ JadU Taltrhit wu ■ n:i 




" On -went the boilers till the haVe* 

" Had much ado t« bear 'em; 
" The mngpie tAlk'd for talltiag Eske, 

"Hrda eung; — but vho could hear 'em? 

"Cresl vent the Jack; the 0M9 irereH>iU''d 

" We hod not time to heed 'em 
" The o«d hins oacVled in tiie yard) 

" For we forgot to feed 'emi 

" Yet 'twaa not I, as I may Bay, 

"Because as how, d'ye see; 
"I onlyhelp'd therefor the day; 

" They cou'dn 't lay't to me. 
"Now Mrs. Cheenun'B bestlai^ cap 

" Wat mounted on her head; 
" Gueata at t^e door b^sn to rap, 

" And now the cloth was apread. 
" Then clatter went the earthen plates — 

" ' Mind Judie,' was the cry; 
" I coDld have cop'tf them at their patesi 

" ' Trenchera for me,' said I. 
" ' That looli 80 clean upon the ledge, 

" ' And nerer mind a fell ; 
" 'Nor never tnm ■ sharp knife'a edge; — 

"' Bnt fashion mlee u8 all.' 
" Home came the jovial Eorlcey load, 

" Last of tie whole year'a crop; 
" And Qraoe amongst the green boaghs rode 

" Right ptamp upon the top. 
" This way and that the wsgj^on rael'd, 

" And never qneen rode highei'; 
"Ber cbeeka were coloured in the field, 
^"■And oan before the fLre- 



Warn 



" And farmBrCbeemm went, good man, 
"And broacb'd the Horkpy beer; 

"And Bfteh amort' offr.1t began 
"Toefttop oorgoodoliror. 



" Welcome and plenlnr, there they found 'em 

"The ribsof beef grew light; 
" And puddings — tilf the boys eoi roond 'em, 

" And tbea they Toaish'd quite I 

"No» «llthegn»tB, with Pinner Croniier, 

" Began to prate of com; 
" And we fooiid out they talk'd the londe;-, 

" The oflner paas'd the Horn. 
"Ontcanielbennts; we set acracUni;; 

"The ale came ronnd our way; 
"By gom, ve vomen Fell a cladung 

" Ai loud again aa they. 
" John anng ' Old Baobow' load and Btron j, 

« And I, ■ The ConsUnt Swain,'_ 
" Cheer up my Lads,' was Simon's song^ 

" ' We'll conquer them sjjain.' 

*• Now twelve o'doek was drawing njgh, 

" And all in merry cue; 
"Iknoek'dthecaak, <0, VuV w!AA, 

* ' We're almoat conqti«T'4 -soar 
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^^ My Lord* begg'd round, and held his hat^ 

"Says Farmer Gruff, says he, 
<< * There's many a Lord, Sam, I know that, 

** 'Has begg'd as well as thee.' 

" Bump in his hat the shillings tumbl'd 

" All round among the folks; 
^ * Laugh if you wool,' said Sam, and mumbl'd, 

** * You pay for all your jokes.' 

'' Joint stock you know among the men, 

*' To drink at their own charges; 
<* So up they got full drive, and then 

^ Went to halloo largess.f 

'* And sure enough the noise they made! I 

— ''But let me mind my tale; 
** We foUow'd them, we wor'nt afraid, 

*' We'ad all been drinking ale. 

'' As they stood hallooing back to back, 

" We, lightly as a feather, 
*' Went sliding round, and in a crack 

" Had pinnxi their coats together. 

"'T«i-as near upon't as li^ht as noon; 

'* * A largess,* on the hill, 
** They shouted to the full roimd moon, 

"I think I hear 'em still I 

'* But when they found the trick, my stars! 

** They well knew who to blame, 
<* Our giggles turn'd to ha, ha, ha's 

"And arter us they came, 

^' Grace by the tumbril made a squat, 

" Then ran as Sam came by, 
" They said she could not run tor fat* 

'^ I Know she did not try. 

• TJie leader of the reapers. \ Sw «i(iv«W«am«>A- 




' Sae Tonnd the neat-honiie* BquKlliag n 
'' Where Simon Bcarcelf due; 

" He stopt,~-for he's a fearful man 

" ' Bj gom there's enffenf IhBral' 

" And off set John, with all hie might, 
" To chase me down the jard, 

" Till I was neorlj gran'd{ oatright; 
" He hngg'd so woundly hard. 



d tie bonse w_ , 

"Bat hark jet the best fan b; half 
' Was Simon arter Sue. 

" She car'd not, dark nop light, not she^ 

'' Su, near the doiiy door 
"She pass'd a clean white hug, y.ju lee, 

" They'd Idit the daj before. 



" And cried, ' Ah 1 bera I 
" The farmers hiard what Simon said, 

'' And vhat a noise 1 Kooi) lack I 
" ScMne almost laugh'd themselTeB to dead, 

" And others clapt his back. 



— " He fell asleep and si 
"Then in bis bntton-hule upright, 

" Did fanner Crouder put, 
" A slip of paper t»ist«d tight, 
" And held the candVa WU 
> Ccnr-boiae, 1 Snnietliin((. I 6teBi>£Aa. 
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<Mt smok'd, and smok'd beneath his nose, 
" The harmlees blaze crept higher 3 

** Till with a vengence up lie rose, 
** Grace, Judie, Sue! nre, firel 

*^ The clock struck one— same talk*d of parting, 

" Some said it was a sin, 
" And hitched their chairs; — ^but those for starting 

" Now let the moonlight in. 

** Owd women, loitering for the nonce* 

*" Stood praising the fine weather; 
" The menfolks took the hint at once 

*^ To kiss them altogether, 

** And out ran every soul beside, 

" A shanny pated! crew; 
''Owd folks could neither run nor hide, 

*' So some ketch 'd one, some tew, 

" They skriggrd^ and began to scold, 

^' But laughing got the master; 
"Some quack'ling§ cried, *let go your hold;* 

" The farmers held the faster. 

*' All innocent, that I'll be swora, 

" There wor'nt a bit of sorrow, 
'* And women, if their gowns are torn, 

" Can mend them on the morrow. 

*" Our shadows helter skelter danc'd 

** About the moonlight ground; 
'^ The wandering sheep, as on we pranc'd 

*' Got up and gaz'd around, 

'* And well they might — till Farmer Cheerum, 

" Now with a hearty glee, 
^^Bade all good morn as he came near 'em. 
"And then to bed went he. 

^purpose, () Giddv» VVvo^i?^We»- 

•^ Btruggle quick. \ CVioaViUft. 





" Then off we Btroll'd tbia vay and Out, 
" With meiTj »oices ringing ; 

''And Echo answered us lighc pat, 
" Aa home we ramhled singing. 

" For, when we kugii'd, it Isugh'd agsia, 



'•That's all my tale, aod all the fun, 
" Come, turn your wheels about ; 

" My wurslcd, see ! — that's nicety done, 
" Just held my story out ', '." 

Poor Jodie ! — Thus Time knits or spins 

The worsted from Life's ball ! 
Death stopl thy tales, and slopt thy pjoa. 



THE 

BROKEN CRITTCII. 

A TALB. 



W' 



" I TELL you, Peggy,*' said a voice behind 
A hawthorn hedge, with wild briars thick entwin'd. 
Where unseen travellers down a shady way 
Journey'd beside tho swaths of new-mown hay, 
** I tell you. Peggy, 'tis a time to prove 
" Your fortitude, your virtue, and your love. 
" From honest poverty our lineage sprung, 
^' Your mother was a servant quite as young: ^ 
** You weep; perhaps she wept at leaving home, 
f« Courage, my girl, nor fear the days to come. 
** Go still to church, my Peggy, plainly dress, 
'' And keep a living conscience in your breast; 
<' Look to yourself, my lass, the maid's best fame, 
** Beware, nor bring the Meldrums into shame: 
^' Be modest, to the voice of age attend, 
'* Be honest, and you'll always find a friend; 
" Your uncle Gilbert, stronger far than I, 
"Will see you safe; on him you must rely; 
" I've walkd too far; this lamen<>ss, oh! the pain, 
*< Heav'n bless thee, child I I'll halt me back 

again; 
*' But when your first fair holiday may be, 
''Rise with the lark, and spend your hours 

with me." 
Young Herbert Brooks, in strength and man- 

bood bold, 
%c^ round the meads, bis owo. piQ««ic«^\Qii^ 
stroli'd, 
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O'erbMrd the charge, and vith a heart ao gay. 
Whistled hlB spaniel and parau'd bis way. 
Soon croBs'd his pntii, and short obeisBnce paid, 
Stout Gilbert Meldum and a coantry maid; 
A bux upin his Bhonldf r held full well 
Hor worldly riches, bat the truth to tell 
She bore the chief herself; that nobler part, 
That beauteous gem, an aucormpted heart 
And then that native lovelinessl that cheekl 
It bore the very tints her betlers seek ; 
At such a sight the Hbertine would glow. 
With all the warmth that he can ever known; 
Would send his thoughts abroad without control. 
The gliinnering moon-shino of his little louL 
" Above the reach of justice I shall ntar, 
" Her friends may weep, not paniBb; they're too 

" That very thought the 'rapture' will euehance, 
" Poor, young, uid Eriendless; what a glorious 

chance I 
** A f^ spare guineas may the eonqneet make, — 
" I love the treachery for treachery's sake, 
"And when her wounded honour jealous gto'S, 
" 111 cut away ten thousand oaths and vows. 
" And tall my comrades, with a manly stride, 
" How I, a girl .jQt-wiited and out-lied." 
Such was not Herbert— he had never known 
Lome's genuine smiles nor suffer'd from bis fru*n, 
And as to that most honourable part 
Uf planting daggers in a parent's heart, 
A novice quite: — be put his honrs away. 
Free as a bird and bniom as the day; 
Yet, should a lovely girl by chance arise, [eyes. 
Think not that Herbert Brooks would shoL Uj^ 
On ihy calm joyd wiA wtw, ieft^t'V towm*., 
Tiou dear green vaUey oE mx^ i«*Xi«i vla:«™''- 
Faney o'er ibee atill wa.ve& tV et\\.mi*«'* ■°"-" 
Aud eveij oouk of thine w taita ^m**-" 



^ 
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And ever will be, though the axe should smite . 
In Gain's rude service, and in Pity's rpite. 
Thy clustering alders, and at length invade 
The last, last poplars, that compose thy shade: 
Thy stream shall then in native freedom stray, 
A ad undermine the willows in its way. 
These, nearly worthless, may survive this storm, 
This scythe of desolation call'd '^ Reform." 
No army past that way! yet are they fled. 
The boughs that, when a school-boy, screen'd my 

head: 
I hate the murderous axe; estranging more 
The wanding vale from what it was of yore. 
Than e'en mortality in all its rage, 
And all the change of faces in au age. 
" Warmth," will they term it, that I speak so free ! 
They strip thy shades, — thy shades so dear to me! 
In Herbert's days woods cloth'd both hill and dalet 
But peace, Remembracel let us tell the tale. 

His home was in the valley, elms grew round 
His moated mansion, aud the pleasant sound 
Of woodland birds that loud at dav-break sing. 
With the first cuckoos that proclami the spring, 
Flock'd round his dwelling; and his kitchen smoke 
That from the towering rookery upward broke. 
Of joyful import to the poor hard by, 
Stream'd a glad sign of hospitality; 
So fancy pictures; but its day is o'er; 
The moat remains, the dwelling is no more! 
Its name denotes its melancholy fall, 
For village children call the spot ** Burnt-Hall." 
But Where's the maid, who in the meadow-way 
M»>t Herbert Brooks amongst the new-mown hay? 
Th* adventui*e charm'd him, and next morning 
rose 
The Sabbath, with its silence andi t«^o«!6) ^ik.^ 
e bells ceas'd chiming, aT\d Wift \>tqi^ X^xvr 
" '</ on Ms peace, and lutt \na lTOBsv^v\^>i* 
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lnTert«d, from the foot-bridge on his w»y 
To that sCill house where oil his fathers U7; 
Therein his seat, each □eighboDr*Bfacehekiiev-~ 
The Btranger girl waa just before hia pew] 
Be sav her kneel, nith meek, but cheerfdl air. 
And whisper the response to eceiy prayer; 
And, when the humble roof with praiHS rang, 
Ug caaght Che Hallelujah from her tongue, 
Bememb'ring with delight the tears that fell 
Whea the poor father bade bis child farewell; 
And now, bj kindling tendemeas beguil'd, 
He blest the prompt obeiiience ofth^ child. 
And llnk'd his fate with hers;— for, from that 
Whether the weeks paat cheerily away, [d.iy. 
Or deep revolving doubls procur'd him pain, 
The same bells cnim'd — and there she was a^sint 
What could be done I they came not there to ouu, 
On holy ground,— though love is holy too. 

They met upon the foot-bridge one clear mom, 
She In the garb by village lasses worn ; 
He, with the unbuttoi/d frock that careless flew. 
And buskin'd to resist the morning dew; 
Witit downcast look she curtsied to the groui.d, 
Just in his path — no room to sidle round. 

" Well, pretty girl, this early rising yields 
** The best enjoyment of the groves and fields, 
"And makes the heart susceptible and meek, 
" And keeps alive that rose upon your cheek. 
" I lODg'd to meet you, Peggy, though so shy, 
" Fve watch'd your steps andleam'd yonr hibtury; 
" Yon love yoar poor lame bther, let that be 
" A happy presage of your love for me. 
'' Come then, I'll stroll tbeae meadows hy yooi 

" I've seen enough to wish you for tn*] \i^s&& , 
"And plaiolj tell you ao. — Ntn, Xtlitne'^aSijV 
"TMiguilOeu huu), I priie itwWT* ■«»»» »■** 
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^ Of that I have my share, but now pursue 
^ Such lasting wealth as I behold in you. 
** My lands are fruitful and my gardens gay, 
^My household cheerful as the summer's day; 
•* One blessing more will crown my happy lite, 
•* Like Adam, pretty girl, I want a wife.' 

Need it be told his suit was not denied, ** 

With youth, and wealth, and candour on bis side? ** 
Honour took charge of love so well begun. 
And accidental meetings, one by one. 
Increased so fSut midst time's unheeded flight, 
That village rumour married them outright; 
Though wiser matrons, doubtful in debate, 
Pitied deluded Peggy's hapless fate. 
Friends took th' aLftrm, ''And will he then 

disgrace 
** The name of Brooks with this plebeian race?' 
Others, more lax in virtue, not in pride. 
Sported the wink of cunning on one side; 
** He'll buy, no doubt, what Peggy has to sell, 
*' A little gallantry becomes him well." 
Meanwhile the youth with self-determin'd aim, 
Disdaining fraud, and pride's unfeeling claim, 
Above control pursued his generous way. 
And talked to Peg*;y of the marriage day. 
Poor girl ! she heard with anguish and with doubt, 
What her too knowing neighbours preach'd about. 
That Herbert would some nobler match prefer, 
And surely never, never marry her; 
Yet, with what trembling and de'ight she bore 
The kiss, and heard the vow, " I'll doubt no more;" 
** Protect me, Herbert,^' for your honour's sake, 
<*You will," she cried,*** nor leave my heart to 

break." 
Then wrote to uncle Gilbert, joys , and fears 
And hope, and trust, and BpT\nX\ftA«\\.^\\.V!k.tA*ra. 
Monad was the dormant ap\T\\. o^ \Jci»\jT«.N*^ 
haneneaB rose to succour at^^ Vo «»n^'» 
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For, tbonsh they both rerer'd young Herbett'a 

And Inew hia DDezceptioiiBble &m«t 
And thoDgb the girl had honestly declar'd 
Lore'a first approaches, and their coddmI absr'd, 
Yet, that he tTnly meant to take for life 
The poor and lowly Peggy for a wife ; 
Or, uiat she was not doom'd to be deceii'd, 
Wai oat of bounds :— it could nol be believ'd. 
" Go, Gilberts Wre her; I, you know, am lamS} 
"Go, brother, go; and ssTe my child from shame. 
'Haste, and I'U pray Inr yonr auceesB the vhile, 
'Go go;" — then bang'd his crutch npon the 

Btile: — 
It anapt,' — E'n Gilbert trembled while he smott^ 
Then whipt the broken end beneath his coat; 
" Aye, aye, I'll settle them; I'D let tJiem see 
" Whe's t« beconqn'ror this time, I or he I" 

TbeD off fae Bet, and with enonnona atridea, 
RfbelliouB mutteringB and oaths besides, 
O'er clover-field and fallow, bank and brier, 
Furaa'd the nearest cut. and faon'd the Are 
That burnt within him. — Soon the Hall he apied^ 
And the grey willows by tie waier side; 
Nature oriecf" halt!" nor could he wellrefnse; 
btop, Gilbert, breathe awhile, Bud ask the wtat, 
" NevB?" cried a stooping grandame of the Tale, 
■* Aye, rare news too; 111 l«ll fou such a tale; 
** But let me rest; this bank is dry and warm; 
" Do yon know Peggy Meldrum at the furai ; 
" Yonng Herbert's girl I He'as doth'd her all in 

white, 
" You never saw so bBaatifiil a sight! 
"Ahl he's a fine young man, and Inch s,{w»i\ 
" I knew his grandfather and nU^ns xw^', 
"Hemdea CaJI white horie, aTu).\ooVft&. *ii^n%f 
"Bat bov shall I describe Iub ^m). «ii4>^^^ 
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« Yiagae takebis wig," cried Gilbert, « and his hat, 
"Where's Peggy Meldmm? can you tell me 

that?* 
** Aye; bat have pitienee man, youll hear anoo, 
^ For I shall ooine to her as I go on, 
*' So hark'ye friend; his grandfather I say,** — 
" Poh, poh," — cried Gilbert, as he tum'd a\ray. 
Her eyes #ere fiz'd, her story at a stand, 
The stinff-box lay half open m her hand; 
'' You great ill-manner^ clown ! but I must bear it 
*' You oaf; to ask the news, and then won't hear it I" 
But Gilbert had gained forty paces clear, 
When the reproof came murmuring on his ear. 

Again he asked the first that past him by; 
A cow-boy stopt his whistle to reply. 
" Why, IVe a mistress coming home, that's all, 
" They're playing Meg's diversion at the Ha»l; 
" For master's gone with Peggy, and bis cousin, 
*' And all the lady-folks, about a dozen, 
*<To church, down there; he'll marry one no 

doubt. 
" For that it seems is what they're Kone about; 
^' I know it by their laughing and their jokes, 
"Tho they worn't ask'd in church like other folks." 

Gilbert kept on, and at the Uall-door found 
The winking servants, where the jest went round: 
All expectation; aye, and so was he, 
But not with heart so merry and so free. 
The kitchen table never clear from beef. 
Where hunger funnd its solace and relief^ 
Free to all strangers, had no charms for bim. 
For agitation worried every limb; 
Ale he partook, but appetite had none, 
And greyhounds watch'd in vain to catch the bone. 
Ah sounds alarm'd him, and all thoughts perplex*d 
Wjtb dogs, and beef, himself and o^ihia^s y«xd\ 
^'11^ mtb one mingled caw above \i\% \kfe«A, 
^J^ir gliding ahskAow^ o'er the couTl«^\vt^ ^V"^^ 




The rooks b; thousands rose: the bells struck up; 
He guesn'd tlie cause, aud dovn he set fais cup, 
And lliteoiD);, heard, amidst the general huoi, 
A joyful eiclamaiion, " Here they comel" — 
Soon Herbert's cheerful Toico was heard above, 
Amidst the rustling hands-maidB of his lore, 
And Gilbert fuUo'r'd wiibout thought or dread, 
The broad oak-staircase thander'dwithhiB tread; 
Light tript the party, ga; aa gay could be, 
Amidat their bridal dreseea — there came hel 
Aad with a look that guilt could ne'er withstand, 
Approach'd his niei» aud caught her by the hand, 
" Now are you married, Peggy, yes or noi 
" Tell me at onc«, before I let you got" 
Abrupt he spoke and gave her arm a swing, 
But (he same moment felt the wedding ring. 
And stood cunfus'd. — She wip'd th' empassiun'd 

" 1 am, I am; but is my fhther herp?'' 
Herbert stood by, aud sharing with his bride, 
That perturbation which she strove to hid«; 
" Come, honest Gilbfrt, you're too rough this Umo, 
' Indeed here's not the shadow of a crime, 
'But Where's your brother? When did yoa 

arrive? 
« We WMted long, fiir Nathan went at fivel" 

All this was Oreek to Gilbert, Howoright Greek; 
Hu knew not what to think, nor how to speak. 
The esse was this; that Nathan with a cart 
To fetch them both at day-break was to (tart, 
And so he did — but ere be could proceed. 
He suck'd a charming portion with a reed. 
Of tha: same wedding-ale, which was that diy 
To make the hearts of all the Tillage gay; 
Brim full of gliie he trundled from i^«> &b!.\.. 
And asfbrsky hirka, he ovHrRvm^ 'i^nn. ^^"i 
TUIgcowittg giddy with hia moriAiiit «^*> 
He Mtretch'i beoBabh & ii6d4«, tine t'i'fl^ ^^'^ ' 
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The horse graz'd soberly without mishap, 

And Nathan had a most delightful nap 

For three good hours - Then, doubting, vhen he 

woke, 
Whether his conduct would be deem'd a joke, 
With double haste performed just half his part. 
And brought the lame John Meldrum in his cart; 
And at the moment Gilbert's wrath was high. 
And while young Herbert waited his reply, 
The sound of rattling wheels was at the door; 
** There's my dear fiather now," — they heard no 

more. 
The bridegroom glided like an arrow down. 
And Gilbert ran, though something of a clown, 
With his best step; and cheer'd with smiles and 

pray'rs 
They bore old John in triumph up the stairs : 
Poor Peggy, who her joy no more could check 
Clung like a woodbine round his neck. 

And all stood silent Gilbert, off his guard. 

And marvelling at virtue's rich reward, 
Loss'd the one loop that held his coat before, 
Down thumpt the broken crutch upon the floor! 
They started, half alarm'd, scarce knowing why. 
But thro' the glist'ning rapture of his eye [fears. 
The bridegroom smil'd, then chid their simple 
And rous'd the blushiog Peggy irom her tears; 
Around the uncle in a ring they came, 
And mark'd his louk of mingled pride and shame. 

** Now honestly, good Gilbert, tell us true 
** What meant this cudgel? What was it to do? 
" I know your heart suspected me of wrong, 
'' And that most true affection urg'd along 
" Your feelings and your wrath ; you were beside 
" Till now the rightful guardian of the bride. 
^'But why tihis cudgel?"— "G\iwcd\Mi\t\i^\:^Wia 
case, 
to daj you had not seen m^ V^^^, 




" But Jo^in ^>out the girl was so perplei'd, 
" And I, to tell tlie duth, so morUl vez'd, 
" Tbftt when he broke this crutch, and stampt 

and cried, 
" For John and Ppggy, Sir, I conld have died, 
" T know I could; for she vaa such a child, 
" So tractabls, go scDgible, and mild, 
" Thai if between jou roguery had grown, 
"(Begging yoor pardon,) twonld have been 

" She would not hurt a fly.— So off I came 
" And had jod odI; longht to blaet her l^tne, 
" Been base enough to acts as hnndreds vould, 
" And ruin a poor maid — because you could, 
" With thil same cudge),f you may s-nile or frown) 
"An' pleaae yon Sir, 1 meant M knock you down." 

A burat of IsughWr rang tbroughont the hall. 
And Peggy's tongna, thongh overborne by all, 
Pour'd its warm bleasinge, for, without conciul 
The sweet Qnbridled transport of bcr eoui 
Was obviously seen, till Uerbert'e kiss 
Stole, as it vem. the eloquence of bliss, 
" Welcome, my friands; good Gilbert, here's 

"Eat, drink, or rest, they're all at your command i 
" And whatsoever pranks the rest may play, 
"Still yon shall be the hero of t«-djy, [teaz'd. 
■' Doubts might torment, and blunders may have 
" But ale can cure them; let us all be pleaa'd 
" Thou, venerable man, let me defend 
"The father of my new dear bosom friend, 
"Yon broke yonr cmtch, well, wall, worse Inch 

might be, 
"I'llbeyoDrcnileh, John Meldmm, lean on m", 
" And when your lovely dauRhloT rfiaiX c^>w^K«l^ 
" Send Gilbert's wooden tiTgameTiA «.%un . 
"IfBtiUyoa wonder that I laVe «.•««- 
"From tie unpoliah'd w»lka ot\i>iTO\i\e\vi«., 



1S3 Trn.n n.owmits, 

" 111 Wll yon on what eroiinil my love begun. 



'8 nntaui^lil grace, 

DBtengaglDe fiLcr; 

I knew fullited 

tlian she could 



" And lettbe wise 

'' I saw a, girl, with nam 

" Turn from my gaie a 

" I saw ber ilrop the t«a 

" She folt for ^u mach 

" I fonnd her nnderatanding, bright as day, 

" Through all impediments still forc'd ita wa 

" On thai fcmndfltion shall my soul rely, 

" Thfi roi'k of gennine hmnilify, 

" Call'd aa ahe is lo act a nobler part, 

' To rule my heuahold, and to abare my heai 

"' I trust h*r prudence, winlident to pniTO 

"Days of delight, and still nufeding lovej 

"For, whQe her inborn tenderness aurdpeB, 

" That heav'nly charm of mothers and of wiv 

"I'll lookforjoy: — Hero come the neighbours 

" Broach the old barrel, least them great 

" For I'm dotermin'd while the aun'g ao brig 
'■That this shall baa wedding-day ontright: 
" Muw cheerly sound the bells', my chari 

" Expand your heart, and know yourself at ho 
" Sit down, good John;"— "I mil," the old : 

'' And lei me drink to you. Sir, and the bridi 
"My blessing on jon; I am lame and old, 
" I can't make speeches, and 1 wo'nt be boM; 
" But from ray soul 1 wish, and wish with pai 
'- That brave good geullemen would not disdi 
" The poor, beeanse they're poor; for, if thty 
"Midst Crimea that parents never can forgit- 
* If, like the forest beast they wander wild, 
" To roh a father, or to crush a child, 
"X^atnrv wiU speak, aye, jual. as '^ttWi.re (eAi 
J^ad wl»b — a Oilbert MBldtuui al ititAi^ 




SHOOTEE-S HILL," 



UsaltbI I s«ek theet— <logt t^oa love 

The monnhiin top or qniet vale, 
Or deipn o'er humbler hills to rore 

On ehoirpry June's darlt south-west galet 
If EO, I'll meet all blasts Uiat blow. 

With Bilent step, but not forlora; 
Though, goddcBB, at thy sbrine I bov. 

And woo thee each i«tarning morn, 

1 seek thee where, with all big might, 

The jovoua bird bis rapture tells. 
Amidst the half-excluded light, 

lliat gilds the foxglove's pendant bells; 
Where, cheerly ap this bold hill's side 

The deep'timg grovet triumpbaat clioib; 
In grOTCB Delight and Pence abide, 

And Wisdom marls the lapse of time. 

To hide me Erom the public eye, 

To keep the throue of Heaaon clear, 
Amidst fresb air to breathe or die, 

I luob mj btHff and wander'd hera. 
Suppressiog every sigh that heaves. 

And covetine no wealth hot thee, 
] nestle in (be honied leaves. 

And bug my stolen litierty. 

• f^icknete mMy he onai intaceittWt^<>TiP*tiwaA«iw<V****^^ 
tJi.-y lemiml mt ot put I«lli.a>> vi^iiii V -wiAi w*- ■»^"''™*> 
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O'er eastward uplands, gay or rude. 

Along to Erith's ivied spire, 
I start, with strength and nope renew'd, 

And cherish life's rekindling fire. 
Now measure vales with straining eyes, 

Now trace the church-yard's humhle names; 
Or, climb brown heaths, abrupt that rise^ 

And <i»yerlook the winding Thames. 

I love to mark the flow'ret's eye. 

To rest where pebbles form my bed. 
Where shapes and colours scatter'd lie 

In varying millions round my head. 
The soul rejoices when alone. 

And feels her glorious empire free; 
Sees God in every shining stone, 

And revels in variety. 

Ah me! perhaps within my sight, 

Deep in the smiling dales below, 
Gigantic talents, Heav'n's pure light. 

And all the rays of genius glow 
In some lone soul, whom no one sees 

With power and will to say *• Arise," 
Or chase awav the slow disease, 

And Want's foul picture from his eyes. 

A worthier man by far than I, 

With more of industry and fire. 
Shall see fair virtue's meed pass by, 

Without one spark of fame expire I 
Bleed not my heart, it will be so. 

The throb of care was thine full long; 
Rise, like the Psalmist from his woe. 

And pour abroad the joyful song. 

Sweet Health, I seek thee! hither bring 
Thy halm that softens human ills; 

oa the long-drawn clouds tVi«*. ^\t\j|, 
shadows o'er the Surrey Bi\\a. 





ebootbb's bill. 15i 

Yon green-topt hills, and &a *w*y 

Where l»t« «a dov I freedom stole, 
And spent one dear delidoaBdav 

On thy wild banka, romaotie Hole. 

Aye, there's the ioenet'b^oDd the sweep 

Of London's congrecBted cloud, 
!Fhe dark-brow'd woo^ the headlong Bleep, 

And Talley-patha Tithout a crowdl 
Here, Thames 1 watch thy flowing ti^tes. 

Thy thousand suls am prond to tea; 
But where the Uole all silent glides 

Dwells Peace — andPeace ia wealth to me. 

Of Cambriam monntaiitB still I dream. 

And mouldering vescigaa of war; 
By tJmB-wom cliff .TclaaBic streani 

Would roTB, — hot prudaoce holds a bar. 
Come then, O Health, 1 11 slHts to bound 

My wishes to this airy stand; 
Tis not for me to trace around 

The wonders of my natiTe land. 

Tet, the loud torrent's dari retreat. 

Yet Orsmpian hills shall Fancy give. 
And, towering in her giddy seat, 

Amidst her own creation lire, 
Lire, if thou'lt urge my climbingfeet. 

Give strength of nerve and vigorous breath. 
If not, witji daontlesB soul I meet. 

The deep sulemnity of death. 



And Angra's subjugated power. 
Who pJunder'd on the eaftem'wa.'i^. 
^ ■Wo.-Hill.and th.b«iuUlul MH-hta™ft.™*'-*^«"'«*^^"^ 
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I would not that such turrets rise 
To point out where my bones are laid; 

Save tnat some wandering bard might prize 
The comforts of its broad cool shade. 

Vanity! since thou'rt decreed 

Companion of our lives to be, 
I'll seek the moral songster's meed, 

An earthly immortality ; 
Most vain I O let me, from the pnst 

Remembering what to man is given, 
Lay Virtue's broad foundation 8 fast 

Whose glorious turrets n^ach to Hea^^ii. 




VISIT TO BAIHELAOH. 



To It«tehgli,oiiee In mf lift, 

By good-D*tnr'd torse Iirai driViii 
The nktiont lud Mu'd theii long atrife, 

And Paici* beun'd her radiuice from Heav'n. 
What wonders were there to be found 

Hat > down might enjuj or diEdaint 
Ilrst we Irac'd tlie gay ring all arMind 

Aye — and (lien we vent ronnd It agaio. 

A thousand fbet matled on nutB, 

A carpet that once had been gTMni 
Men bow'd with their ouUandigb hati. 

With comers so rearfollj keeni 
Fair maids, who at home in their haite 

Hod left all clothing else but a tnun, 
Swept the floor clean, a« slowly they pac'd. 

And then — walk'd round and swept it agaia. 

The moflic was truly enchanCingl 

Bight glad was I when I came near It; 
But in fashion I found I was wanting: — 

'Twas the &shion to walk and not Itear iti 
A Sne youth, as beanty beset him, 

Look'd smilingly ronnd on the trun; 
"The king's nephew," they cried, as they methlmt 

Then — we went round and met \i,un »^«ai\. 



158 WILD FLOWERS. 

Huge paintings of Heroes and Peace 

Seem*d to smile at the sound of the fidd1e» 
Proud to fill up each tall shining space 

Bound the lanthorn* that st'Ood in the middle. 
And George's head too; Heav'u screen himi 

May he finish in peace his long reign! 
And what did we when we had seen him? 

Why— we went round and saw him again* 

A bell raa^, announcing new pleasures, 

A crowd m an instant prest hard. 
Feathers nodded, perfumes shed their treasures. 

Bound a door that led into the yard. 
'Twas peopled all o'er in a minute, 

As a white flock would cover a plain I 
We had seen every soul that was m it, 

Then we went round and saw them again. 

But now came a scene worth the showing. 

The fireworks! midst laughs and huzzas. 
With explosions the sky was all glowing, 

Then down streamed a million of stars; 
With a rush the bright rockets ascended. 

Wheels spurted blue fires like a rain; 
We tum'd with regret when 'twas ended. 

Then — star'd at each other again. 

There thousands of gay lamps aspir'd 

To the tops of the trees and beyond; 
And, what was most hugelv admired. 

They look'd all up-side-down in a pond! 
The blaze scarce an eagle could bear; 

And an owl had most surely been slain; 
We retum'd to the circle, and there 

And there we went round it again. 

• The intervals between the p\\\T\w vtv V\\ft wtAro ^ >\i* 
Rotunda were RlJed up by ttanapatenl pwaVvnftp. 




"TiB not iFlsdom to lore vithont reaion. 

Or to oenBar« vithoat knoving why: 
I had vitnese'd no crime, nor no treMon, 

" O Life, 'tit thf pioture," said I. 
Til jaat thu we saunter aJong, 

Mondie and jean bring their pleasure or j 
We ugnmidat the right ftnd the wmntr; 

— And then vego zonud them agiia! 



LOVE OP THE COUNTRY. 

WRITTEN AT OLABE-HALL, HBBTS, 
JUKE 1804. 



Welcome silence! welcome peace I 

O most welcome, holy shade I 
Thus I prove as years increase, ^ 

My heart and soul for quiet made. 
Thus I fix my firm belief 

While rapture's gushing tears descend ; 
That every flower and every leaf 

Is moral Truth's unerring friend. 

I would not for a world of gold 

That Nature's lovely £Eu;e should tire; 
Fountain of blessings yet untold; 

Pure source of intellectual fire! 
Fancy's fair buds, the gems of song, 

Unquicken'd midst vie worlds rude strife. 
Shall sweet retirement render strong, 

And morning silence bring to life. 

Then tell me not that I shall grow 

Forlorn, that fields and woods will cloy; 
From Nature and her changes flow 

An everlasting tide of joy. 
I grant that summer heads will burn. 

That keen will come the frosty night; 
But both shall please; and each in turn 

Yield Reason^s most supreme deUght, 

• Build me a shrine, and I could kneel 

To Rural Gods, or prostrate fall; 
Did I not see, did I not feel. 

That one Great Spirit governs aU. 
O heav'n permit that J may lie 

Where o'er my corse green branches wave; 
And those who from life's tumult ^7 
With kindred feelings preaa m^ |^W9«, 




WOODLAND HALLO. 

(fEKHIH) iDAPTED FO» MOTIC. 

In our cottage, that peep« from th« ikirU of the 

I UD miatren, no mothet bave t ; 
Yet blithe are my days, for mv tatber ii good. 

And kind is m; lover hard byj 
Th^ both Hork together beoe'th the green shade, 

Both woodnKD, my falhei and Joe. 
Where I've luien'd whole houn to the echo that 

So much of > laugh or— Hallu. 

From my buket at noon they eipect their nipply. 

And with joy from my threshold I apniig^ 
For the woodlands 1 love, and the oak* wivii^ 



Ai I coU the dMf name of my Joe; 
Hb pniaioi ihout^the pride of the wood, 
And my heart lapa to hear the — HalKl. 

Simple flowen of the grove. Utile binb live at ease, 

I with not to wander from yoo { 
111 Kilt dwell beneath the deep roar of your treea, 

For 1 know that my Joe will be true. 
The trill of the robin, the coo a( \b« &v(*l. 



BilRNHAM WAl'ER. 



Frbsh from the hall of Bounty sprung,* 

With glowing heart and ardent eye. 
With song and rhyme upon my tongue. 

And fairy visions dancing by. 
The mid*day sun in all his pow*r 

The backward valley painted gay; 
Mine was a road without a flower, 

Where one small streamlet crossed the way. 

What was it rous'd my soul to love ? 

What made the simple brook so dearl 
It glided like the weary dove. 

And never brook seem'd half so clear. 
Cool pass'd the current o'er my feet, 

Its shelving brink for rest was made. 
But every charm was incomplete, 

For Barnham Water wants a shade. 

There, faint beneath the fervid sun, 

I gaz'd in ruminating mood ; 
For who can see the current run 

And snatch no feast of mental food 1 
" Keep pure thy soul," it seem'd to say, 

" Keep that fair path by wisdom trod, 
" That thou may 'st nope to wind thy way 

" To fame worth boasting, and to God. 

* On a sultry afternoon, late in the summer of 1802, 
EuBton-Hall lay in mj way to Thetfbrd, which place I did 
ontil the evening, on avialt to my aiater : the 
meh of their interest except V.Yi«7 cov)\^\)«-t«»A., 
»«r at least at a corveeponditi^ ««a«oa ol >iiv«i 



i> 





BARNHAH WATEK. 
Loag and delightliil was the dnam, 

A wsking dream thai Fancy jieldi, 
I'ill witb regret 1 left the streaia 

And plnoa'd acroea tbe banen Gelds; 
To where ofold rich abbejrs smil'd 

In all (he pomp of goUuc Uate, 
By fbnd ttadilior —™""~ -n.iy 

The nuglity " 
Vear, on i ilope of burning sand, 

The ahepbenl bojs had met to pUy, 
To hold the plains at their command, 

And mark the travller*! leaden way 
rbe travller with a cheerful looK 

"" ul( 
.f bough 

Ha'd stop and leave his blesung liiera. 

rhe Duush moonds of partial green. 

Still, as each mouldering tmver decays, 
Tar o'er the bleak uawooded scene 

Proclaim their wond'rous length of dap. 
My burning feet, my aching light. 

Demanded rest,— vhy did 1 weep } 

ri — J _..L ^ njght! 

.D to sleep. 
Ul nuhing came thy hallow'd sighs. 

Sweet Melancholy, Ironi my breast ; 
' Tis here tbat eastern greataesa lies, 

" Thai Might, Renown, and Wiadora resf 
' Here funeral rites the priesthood gave 

" To chie£i who swayd prodigious povrara, 
' Tbe Bigodi and the Mowbraye brave, 

" From Framlingbam's imperial towers. 
'"ull of tbe mighty deeds of yoie, 

1 tade good o^ht the tremUm% ^nam -, 
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Bless'd be that night, that trembling beam, 
Peaceful excursions Fancy made ; 

All night I heard the bubbling stream, 
Yet Bamham Water wants a shade. 

Whatever hurts my country's fame, 

When wits -and mountaineers deride, 
To me grows serious, for I name 

My natiye plains and streams with pride. 
No mountain charms have I to sing. 

No loftier minstrel's rights invade, 
From trifles oft my raptures spring ; 

— Sweet Bamham Water wants a shade. 





MARY'S EVENING SIGH. 



How blight with pearl the we^in iky '. 

Hoir ^loriooi for Bad wide, 
YoQ linei of golden cloudi lliat lia 

So peacefuf side b; side! 
Their deep'aiag tints, the oich of light, 

AJi eyea wilh rapture aee; 
E'eD *nile 1 agb I blesa the aighl 

That Inrei my love from nie. 

Green bill, that ahad'it the valley here. 

Thou bear'gt upon thy broo 
The only iteallh to Mary dear, 

And all she'll ever know- 
There, iu the cnmson ligbt I tee, 

Above thy aummit riw, 
Hy Edward's form, he looks to me 

A atalne ia the skies. 

DeKead my love, the hour is come. 

Why linger on the hilH 
The lUD hath left my quiet tiome, 

But thou canst see him still ; 
Yet why a lonely wanderer stray, 

Alone the joy pursue 1 
The glories of the closing day 

Can charm thy Mary too. 

Dear Edward, when we stroll'd along 

Beneadi the waving corn. 
And both confesa'd the power of wm^. 
And bleaa'd (he dewy moin -, 
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Your eye o*erflow*d, " How sweet," you cried, 

(My presence then could move) 
" How sweet, with Mary by my side, 

" To gaze and talk of love!'' 

Thou art not false ! that cannot be ; 

Yet I my rivals deem 
Each woodland charm, the moss, the tree^ 

The silence, and the stream ; 
Whate'er my love, detains thee now, 

I'll vet forgive thy stay ; 
But with to-morrow s dawn come iliou. 

We'll brush the dews away. 




GOOD riDiNGS, 



NEWS FROM THE FARM 



Tavlrlu, k>Urcaiinli;, umuiliiii 




GOOD TIDINGS; 



NEWS FROM THE FARM. 



Whiie'i the BUnd CMId, w admirablj !ur, . 
With gailelea dimples, and with flaiea hair 
ThBt win* ID ev'ry hreew! he's often seen 
lieiide yoD cottage wall, or on the greea. 
With otters match'd in spirit and in aie. 
Health oa their cheeks aod rapniie in their eye* ; 
That fuU eipaiue of voice, to childhood dear. 
Soul of their ipotte, i> duly cheriih'd her« : 
And, hjjk \ that laugh is his, that jovial c™ ; 
He bean the ball aad trandling boop bruin b]!. 
And runs the giddj cour>e with all hu might, 
A very child in eieiy thing but sight; 
With eircumscrih'd bul not abated pow'n, — 
Play! the great object of his infenthoun; — 
In manj a game be takes a noisy lart. 
And shows the native gladness of bis beait; 
But soon he hears, on pleasure all intent, 
1'he new saggesdon and the otuck asaent; 
The grove invites, delight thrills eveiy breMl — 
To leap the ditch and seek the downy nest 
Away they start, leave balls and hoops behind. 

And one companion leave the boy it biindl 

His &ncy nsinls their distant paths u gay. 
That childish fortitude awhile gives way, 
He feels his dreadfal Ion — -jeX sboA <i^ v^. 
Sian be resomes his cheeiKAiAiB %^at'. 
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Pond'ring how best his moments to employ. 
He sings his little songs of nameless joy. 
Creeps on the warm green turf for many an hdur. 
And plucks by chance the white and yellow flow'r ; 
Smoothing their stems, while resting on his knees. 
He binds a nosegay which he never sees ; 
Alone the homeward path then feels his way. 
Lifting his brow against the shinine day. 
And, with a playful rapture round nb eyes. 
Presents a sighing parent with the prize. 

She blest that day, which he remembers too. 
When he could gaze on heav'n*s ethereal blue. 
See the green Spring, and Summer's countless ddm. 
And all the colours of the morning rise. — 
'When was this work of bitterness begun 1 
' How came the blindness of your only sonV 
Thus pity prompts full many a tongue to say. 
But never, till she slowly wipes away 
Th' obtruding tear that trembles in her eye. 
This dagger of a question meets reply : — 

My boy was healthy, and my rest was sound. 

Wnen last year's com was green upon the 
ground: 

From yonder town infection found its way ; 

Arouivl me putrid dead and dying lay, 

1 trembled for his fate : but all my care 

Availed not, for he breath 'd the tainted air ; 
" Sicknes ensu'd — in terror and dismay 
'' I nurs'd him in my arms both night and day, 
" When bit soft skin from head to foot became 
" One swelling purple sore, unfit to name : 
" Hour after hour, when all was still betdde, 
" When the pale night-lifht in its socket ^aed, 
** Alone I sat; the thought still sooths my heart, 
" That surely I perform d a mother's part 
" Watching with such anxiety and paw 
*' J ill he might smile and look on me again ; 






(< 



<i 




" Itutthalwasnottobfl-ankmenoiwire: [door!" 

" God \tep amall-poi uid blLndiKai (loat jour 

Now, y« who tbink, vhow souk abroad lain 



To apread a laring cooquest round tbe eaith. 
Till cv'i^ iHDd sbKll bow the paxelal knes, 
Would It not be ft glorious day to see 1 — 
That da; it come! m; wol, in strenglh iriae, 
[nroke do muM, Do powei below Lha iUm ; 
To HeaVa (ha euergiet of lene belcag, 
Tnith ii thfl theme, and truth shall be tiia King; 
Ana with coDvictiaa ev'r; joyful Hoe, 
Source of all roerciet, for the piaiae ii lluDt ! 

Sweet beam'd the atai of peice npoD thoae day 
WheD Virtue walch'd Diy childhood's quiet ways 
Whence a warm iptrk of Nature's holy flame 
Gave the farm -yard an honourable name. 
But left one theme muuDE : then, who had Eeea 
Id herds that feaat upon the vernal green. 
Or dreamt that in the blood of kioa there ran 
BleiaiDg* beyoad the suatenaDce of mani 
We tread the meadow, and we acent the thorn. 
We hail the day-apring ot a ■nnuiwr'B mom 
Not mead U dawning day, nor thyniy heath, 
Tranaceoda the fragrance of the heifer's breath ; 
May that dear fragrance as it floats along 
(Ver evVy flow'r that lives m ruatiG song; 
May all the sweets of meadowa aud of June 
ICmtwlm, O Health 1 this offering at thy (brine. 

Dear must that momeat be when first the miod 
Hanging ihe paths of scieafe nDConfin'd, 
Strikes a new light ; when, obiious \a >^ iKsm 
Spnagw the Inth tpark of brL^x'ii»^>i%'i<'R»- 
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So felt the towering soul of Montagu » 

Her sex's glory, and her country's too ; 

Who gave the spotted plague one deadly blow. 

And bade its mitigated poison flow 

With half its terrors; yet, with loathug still, 

We hous'd a visitant with pow'r to kill. 

Then when the healthful blood, though often tried, 

Foil'd the keen lancet by the Severn side, 

Resisting, uncontaminated still, 

The purple pest and unremitting skill ; 

When the plain truth tradition seem'd to know, 

By simply pointing to the harmless Cow, 

Though wise distrust to reason might appeal , 

What, when hope triumph'd, what did Jenneb feel ! 

Where even hope itself could scarcely rise 

To scan the vast, inestimable prize ? 

Perhaps supreme, alone, triumphant stood 

The great, the conscious power of doing good, 

The power to will, and wishes to embrace 

Th' emancipation of the human race ; 

A joy that must all mortal praise outlive, 

A wealth that grateful nations cannot give. 

Forth sped the truth immediate from his hand. 

And confirmations sprung in ev'ry land ; 

In ev'ry land, on beauty^ lily arm. 

On infant softness, like a magic charm, 

Appeared the gift that conquers as it goes ; 

The dairy's boast, the simple, savine Hose ! 

Momentous triumph — fiend ! thy reign is o'er ; 

Thou, whose blind rage hath ravag a ev'ry shore. 

Whose name denotes destruction, whose foul 

breath 
For ever hov'ring round the dart of death, 
FelU, mercilessly fells, the brave and base, 
Through all the kindreds of the human race. 
Who has not heard, in warm, poetic tales, 
Of eastern fragrance and Arabian ^leal 




Oowen of deligbt, of languor, and npon, 
Where beanty triuiDph'd as tbe song aroeel 
Fancy may ravei, fiction baldly date. 
But truth shall nol foi^t that ihmi wert there, 
Scourge of the "orld ! who, borne oa ev'iy wind. 
From bow'rs of roses* sprang to cufse mankind. 
The Indian palm thy devastalioa koowi ; 
Thou Bwef^n'nl thu rHErinoH of i^tfmal anmn 
Climbing 



The Briuab oak bis giant bulk upreara; 

Ue, in bis strength, wbiie toll'd the pauing bi 

Rejoic'd whole centuries lu thy victims fell : 



Fame crown'd lAiir deaths, lAji dealbs are all 
unsung: [lay, 

Twas thine, while victones claimd th' munortal 
Tbraugh private life to cut thy desperate way ; 
Aad when full power the wonderous magnet gave 
AmtntJon's sous to dare the ocean wave. 
Thee, in their liaia of honid ills, (hey drew 
Beneath the blessed sunshine of fetu-t 
Bui why unskill'd th' bistonc page eiplorel 
W hy thus pursue thee to a for^gn shore ! 
A homely narrative of days gone by, 
Familiar gmSs, and kindred^ tender sigh 
Shall still aurvive ; for thon OD ev'ry mind 
Hast \ett some traces of diy wrath behind. 



t Firu inboduixd iutn OrmJud in IJSS, uhI ilmot 

'iflnUW, M/i Mt^^WoDdviu't" when Uie small-iKit lisitF. 
Hsw 8|«iD, ll provAd faUl tv one half Df Om people in tb. 
pcoTincts lu wbich the infeetimi eiHoded; beiac urriei 
inther tjr a ncgrn slav«, »bo attfiaded MerVHi in hii ca 
pgditiiia ualuf Csrtei. He uUi, nbnut iXa ■yaa^ vVu 
lDeducDT(n'orFeni,tiiB Hnell.pOKinaceTiWhwvt ^^ 
Eoitft to Ametla by way of Cmittiia««i,-w^iw> *■'>''« 
Ae O^ttimf oTthe Hew WorM.ud dcMD^cA uv* 
"fw^OD Indl.ni la On uutla pnvinca d* *ia«»>'- 
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There dwelt, bende a brook that creeps along 
Midst infant hills and meadu unknown to sang. 
One to whom poYerty and faith were gi^'n. 
Calm Tillage ^ence, and the hope of hea^'n : 
Alone she dwelt; and while each mom brought 

peace 
And health was smiling on her years' increase, 
Sudden and fearfiil, rushing through her frame. 
Unusual pains and feverish symptoms came. 
Then, when, debilitated, faint, and poor. 
How sweet to hear a footstep at her door ! 
To see a neighbour watch life's silent sand. 
To hear the sigh, and feel the helping hand ! 
Soon woe overspread the interdicted ground. 
And consternation seiz'd the hamlets round : 
Uprose the pest — ^its widow'd victim died $ 
And foul contagion spread on ev'ry side ; 
The helping neighbour for her kind regard. 
Bore home that dreadful tribute of reward, 
Home, where six children, yielding to its pow'r. 
Gave hope and patience a most trying hour ; 
One at her breast still drew the living stream. 
And, sense of danger never marr'd his dream; 
Yet all ezclaim'd, and with a pitying eye, 
" Whoe'er survives the shock, that child will die!" 
But vain the fiat, — Heav'n restor'd them all. 
And destin'd one of riper years to fall. 
Midnight beheld the close of all his pain, 
His grave was clos'd when midnight came again -, 
No bell was heard to toll, no funeral pray'r. 
No kindred bow'd, no wife, no children there ; 
Its horrid nature could inspire a dread 
That cut the bonds of custom like a thread 
The humble church-tow'r higher seem'd to shew, 
lUumin'd by their trembling light below ; 
The solemn night-breeze struck each sbiv'nng 

cheek; 
Religious reverence forbade to spe^V *. 
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'I'Jie ataning Seitoa lib ihoii aanam chid 
When the earth murmur'd OD the cnSin ltd, 
And fklling boDea uid lighs of holj dread 
Sounded ■ requiem to the lilent dead I 

' Whj tell u> tales of woe, than who dkbt giTe 
Thj soul to rural themn, and bade them live? 
Vi net means this zeal oS thine, this kindling fire 
The rescu'd infant and the djing lire I' 
Kind heart, who o'er the piclur'd Seasana glow'd. 
When ainiles ^ipror'd toe verae, or tean have 



That mark'd aSlictioD which a brother bore; 
That norm of trouble bursting on hit head. 
When the fiend came, and lett two ehudrtn dead '■ 
Yet, still superior to domestic woes. 
The natiTe vigour of his mind aroee, 
And, as new summen teem'd with br^hter view* , 
He trac'd the waad'riBgg of his darling Huae, 
And all wai joy — this instant sill ia pau, 
1'he foe implacable relurnt again. 
And claims « ucrifice ; the deed is done — 
Aiiolhtr child has fall'n another son I* 
Hia young cheek even now is scarcely cold. 
And shaJl his early doom remain untoldl 
Noi let the tide of paaakxi roll aleng. 
Truth vili be heard, and Goo wiA\ \i\«n ^'n« iim.% 
' I ltd pmretiied ttioi tu wWh «« Vfi™, 5^*" 
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Indignant Reason, Phy, Joy, arise. 
And speak in thunder to the heart that sight; 
Speak loud to parents ; — knew ye not the time 
When age itself, and manhoods hardy prime. 
With horror saw their shorUliT'd frieildships end. 
Vet dar'd not visit e'en the dying friend 1 
Contagion, a foul serpent lurking near, 
Mock'd Nature's sigh and Frieiudship's holy tear. 
Love ye yovr children? — let that love arise. 
Pronounce the sentence, and the serpent dies; 
Bid welcome a mild stranger at your door. 
Distress shall cease, those terrors reign no more. 
Love ye your neighbours ? — ^let that love be shown : 
Risk not their children while you guard your own ; 
Give not a foe dominion o'er your blood ; 
Plant not a poison, e'en to bnng forth good ; 
For, woo the pest discreetly as you will, 
Deadly infection must attend him still. 
Then, let the serpent die ! this glorious prize 
Sets more than life and health before our eyes. 
For beauty triumphs too ! Beauty ! sweet name. 
The mother's feelings kindling into flame ! 
For, where dwells she, who, while the virtues grow, 
With cold indifierence marks the arching brow? 
Or, with a lifeless heart and recreant blood, 
Sighs not for daughters feir, as well as goodi 
That sigh is nature, and cannot decay, 
'Tis universal as the beams of day ; 
Man knows and feels its truth ; for. Beauty s call 
Rouses the coldest mortal of us all ; 
A glance warms age itself, and gives the boy 
The pulse of rapture and the sigh of joy. 
And IS it then no conquest to insure 
Our lilies spotless and our roses pure ? 
Is it no triumph that the lovely race 
Inherits every line of Nature's grace 1 
T^§^^ iweet precincls oi \.Yie^ xvoi^yc^v^^ 
rude Bcais, no iou\ d^lomvvVj'X. 





Oui bout, old TitD« himself ehall not unpiii. 
Of Briliah in»id» pre-emiMiitly feir ; 
But, aa he rolls hii years on years along, 
Shall keep the isconl of inimorta] song; 
For song shail ii*e with aiDpler power to tftalt 
The new-bom infiuence of Seaoty'* cheek. 
Shall catch new Gra> in ereiy nered groTe, 
Fresh iuapiiatiDi) Irom the lips of Love, 
And write for e*er on the riaog miiid — 

DbAD is ORS HORTiIL »}■ OF Hf HIH nND ! 

Yea, we have conqusr'd ! and the thought sfaowM 

A sprit in our prayers as well as pranej 
For who will ny, ia Nuure'a wide domaia 
Then lutk not lemediee for every pain 1 
Who will aMsrt, where Turkish baniwra By, 
Woe still shall rei^ — Ibe plague shall never die 1 
Or who [ndict, with bosom aU unblert 
Ao evarlaating fever in the West 1 
Forbid it Heav'a ! — Hope cheers ns with s imile. 
The sun of mercy's iMm on oor isle : 
sady, o'er th' Atlantii 

ntHb'd a glow, 

Astonish'd heard the joyful rumour lise, 
And caird tbe council of their great and wise : 
The truth by female prny'rs was urg'd along. 
Youth ceas'd the cboras of the warrior song. 
And present ills bade present feelings press 

With all the eloquence of deep di 

Till forth their chiels* o^er dymg ' 
To seek the white man and his txi 
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Where India's swarthy millions crowd the strand. 
And round that isle, which crowns their pointed 

land. 
Speeds the good angel with the balmy breath. 
And checks the dreadful tyranny of death : 
Whate'er we hear to hurt the peace of li£e. 
Of Candian treachery and British strife, 
The sword of commerce nations bought and sold. 
They owe to England more than mines of gold ; . 
England has sent a balm for private woe ; 
England strikes down the nations' bitterest foe, 

Europe, amidst the clangor of her arms. 
While fife was threaten'd with a thousand harms. 
And Charity was freezing to its source. 
Still saw fair Science keep her steady course ; 
And, while whole legions fell, by friends deplor'd, 
New germs of life sprung up beneath the sword. 
And spread amain. — ^Then, m our bosoms, why 
Must exultations mingle with a sigh 1 

Thought takes the retrospect of years iust fled. 
And, conjuring up the spirits of the dead. 
Whispers each dear and venerated name 
Of the last victims ere the blessing came, 
Worthies, who through the lands that gave tliem 

birth 
Breath 'd the strong evidence of growing worth ; 
Parents, cut down in fife's meridian day. 
And chUdhood's thousand thousand swept away ; 
Life's luckless mariners ! ye, we deplore 
Who sunk within a boat's length of the shore.* 
A stranger youth, from his meridian sky. 
Buoyant with hopes, came here — but came to die ! 
O'er his sad fiaite I've ponder'd hours away, 
It suits the languor of a gloomy day : 

* So lately as the year 1793, the smali-pox was canied 
to the isle or France by a Dutch ship, and tliere destroyetl 
Svn thouBAOd foul hunared yenons vu six weeks. 
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&1I eonfideot, in^nuaus, and bold. 

He hetid Ibe wwidare by ths white mea lold ) 

With firm unmncc trod the railing deck, 

And MW tui isle diminiih to a speck, 

Plough'd the rough waves, and gam'd oui northern 

In maahood's ripening leiue and natuie'a prime. 
Oh 1 had the fiend been Tanquisb'd era he came, 
The een'roiuyDDlh hadipread mj country's tune. 
Had known that houour dwells amonj; the bra«e , 
And England had not prov'd the straikger's giare: 
Then, ere his waniug nud of life bad run. 
Poor Abbi TaiFLi might have seen his unl* 

Kke, eiultatioQ! spirit, louder speak 1 
Pity, dislodge Ihj dewdmpa from my cheek ; 
Sleep sound, fore&lhen; sleep, brave stranger boj. 
While truth impels the current ofroj joy: 
To all mankind, to all the earth 'lii giv'n, 
Conviction travels like the light of heav'n : 
Go, bleanng, fiom thy bitth-place still expand, 
For that dMr birth-place is my native land ! 
A nation consecrates th' auspicious day, 
And wealth, and lask, and talents lead the way ' 
Time, with triumphant hand, shall truth difluse, 
Nor luk the unbought efforts of the Muse. 
Mothers! the pledge* of your loves caren. 
And heave no sighs but sighs of lenderoess. 
Fathers, be firm 1 keep down the lalleD foe, 
And on the memory id domestic woe 
Baild resolulioa, — Victary shall increase 
Th' incalculable wealth of private peace) 
And such a victoiy. unstain'd with gore, 
That strews its laurels at the cottage door. 
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fibmild be Ikr f^ny cf the jiMUa il ived. 
In Tillage paibB. benoe wkw -wt ut i u find 
Tlieir 3WUU1 on uuitlifiB. md ibev diiMiaiUiiid i 
Kar. 'viiBB &e milk-iHud, flsly from Iwr bed, 
BeoBilb Ibe BBjr-bmb that 
Smgi likea knd, e*er pxrwc to 
cbeck ngnr'd br Ibe 

Like Ajnl ■nnluiie nd Ibe flsw*!* it £Bede, 
BheH boMt new ooa^oMHi ; Lofe,sewihafisto 

And I^fey en ■■»* wi<.»t^ai»^ iptiBg. 
In pure deli|;fat didit tbon, my eonl, pnime 
A Uek to eoBsdenoe and to kindied doe. 
And, troe to feeling and to Natore^ deem 
The dairy's boast tb j own ^ipfopriate tbeme ; 
Hail now the meed of pleaanreable boon. 
And, at tbe foot of Science, strew tbj flow'zs ! 




BANKS OF WYE. 



[This poem is stated by the Author to have been 
wntten nnder the following circumstances :—** A party 
of friends in Gloucestershire proposed to themselyes a 
short excursion down the Wye, and through part of 
South Wales." The Author was invited to accompany 
them, and the following journal is a descriptive account 
of the scenery in that romantic district, through which 
they passed during their ten days' excursion. The 
whole exhibits the language and foelingsofa man who 
had never before seen a mountainous country : and of 
this the Author is desirous that the reader should lie 
apprised.] 
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" RovBC from dij ilumbeT, Pleunre calli, uite, 
Qnit thj baltninl bower, a while dei[Hie 
The thraMoin thit conmiiue thee. We who 

dwoU 
Fur frmn \bj land of imoke kdviie thee welt- 
Han Nunre's bounteouj htnd around ^iill fling 
Sceoei that th; Hnie hub never dared to ling. 
When licknen weigh'd thee down, and itrength 

declined; 
When dread eternity abaorb'd thv mind, 
Flow'd ^le predietiDg (erse, b; gloom o'erapread. 
That ' Camlaian mounlaim' uiou ihouldit never 

tread. 
That 'time-worn clUfand dune itreBin to Me, 
Ww wealth's prerogative, deniair fbr thee. 
Come to the proof; with na the breeze inhale, 
Renoonoe deqiair, and come to Sereni'i vale ; 
And where the Cotswold Hilu are stretch'd 

Seek OUT green dell, as jeL unknown to >ong : 
Start hence with ni, and trace, with raptoied «.■!«. 
The wild meanderings ot tlie \iewiWsMa '^ t».\ 
Thy ten daja' leisure ten dny*' i^l iitai\ w*sit-. 
Jtad rock and etream breaAie mnWj mA wn*- 
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Such was the call ; with instant ardour haii'd. 
The siren Pleasure caroU'd and prevailed ; 
Soon the deep dell appear'd, and the clear brow 
Of Ulet Burt* smiled o'er all below. 
O'er mansion, flock, and circling woods that hung 
Round the sweet pastures where the ricy-lark sung. 
O for the fancy, vigorous and sublime. 
Chaste as the theme, to triumph over time I 
Bright as the rising day, and nrm as truth. 
To speak new transports to the lowland youth. 
That bosoms still might throb, and still adore. 
When his who strives to charm them beats no morel 

One August morn, with spirits high, 
Sound health, bright hopes, and cloudlete Aj, 
A cheerful g^up their farewell bade 
To DuRSLET tower, to Ulet's ^ade ; 
And where bold Stinchcombe's greenwood side 
Heaves in the van of highland pride, 
Scour'd the broad vale of Severn ; where 
The foes of verse shall never dare 
Giemus to scorn, or bound its power. 
There blood-stain'd Berkelbt's turrets lower, 
A name that cannot pass away. 
Till time forgets the ** Bard** of Gray. 

Quitting fair Glo'ster's northern road. 
To gain the pass of Framilode, 
Before us Dean's black forest spread. 
And Mat Hill, with his tufted head. 
Beyond the ebbing tide appear*d ; 
And Cambria's distant mountains rear'd 
Their dark blue summits far away ; 
And Severn, 'midst the burning day, 
Curved his bright line, and bore along 
The mingled Avon, pride of song. 

The trembling steeds soon ferried o'er« 
iVe^'d loud upon the totesl ^Qpce\ 

«Nfy. or Bur«, the S»xon utixae for % ViW, v««tai.AttVs Ux 
lOiiy or imruati) formeti b^ atx. 
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Rang to the huuler'i boxle horn. 
When baroni proud noidd bound anaj i 
And etea kings vould bail tbe da;. 
When created chiefs their bright-arm'd truD 
Of iavelin'd horsemen roused anuin, 
And chasing wide the wolf or boar. 
Bade the deep noodland volleys roar. 
But iH no dang'njuB chose punued ; 
Sound wheels and hDa& their tasks renen'd ; 
Behind roU'd SiTEan, gleaming far. 
Around us roar'd no sylvan war, 
'Hid depths of shade, gay sunbeams broke 
Through noblo Flaiui'b bow'rt of oak ; 
And many a cottage, trim and gay, 
Whisper's delight through all the way ; 
Od hiUs exposed, in dells uuseea, 
To patriarchai Mitcuil Deih. 
Rose-cheek'd Psmona here was queen, 
Though Cera edged htr fields between. 
And on each hill-top, mounted high, 
Her nckle waved in ecstasy ; 
Till, Koss, thy charms all hearts confeM 
Thj peaceful walks, thy hours of rest 
And contempladoa. Here the miad 

ilts usual luggage left behind) 
eels all its dormant fires revive. 
And sees "the Man of Roi" alive; 
And hears the TwickVham Bard agun 
To Kyrli-s high virtues Uft his slrain, 
Whose OHU hand clothed this hr-famcd hill 
Wlh rev'rend elms, that sliode us still ; 
Whose mem'ry shall survive the day 
When elms and empires feel decay. 
KiaiE die, by Bard ennobled? Never ; 
Tht Man qf Am shall live tor ev« -, 
And loag that spire shall time iei-j , 
Tognce the dow'ry-mugin'd. VJii, 
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Scene of the morrow's joy, that prest 
Its unseen beauties on our rest 
iii dreams ; but who of dreams would tell 
Where truth sustains the song so well ? 
The morrow came, and Beauty*s eye 
Ne*er beam'd upon a lovelier sky , 
Imagination instant brought, 
And dashed amidst the train of thought. 
Tints of the bow. The boatman stript ; 
Glee at the helm exulting tript, 
And waved her flower-encircled wand, 
** Away, away, to Fairy Land." 
Light dipt the oars ; but who can name 
The various objects dear to fame. 
That changing, doubling, wild, and strong. 
Demand the noblest powers of song? 
Then, O forgive the vagrant Muse, 
Ye who the sweets of Nature choose ; 
And thou, whom destiny hath tied 
To this romantic river's side, 
Down gazing from each close retreat. 
On boats that glide beneath thy feet, 
Forgive the stranger's meagre line, 
That seems to sliffht that spot of thine ; 
For he, alas 1 could only glean J 

The changeful outlines of the scene ; j 

A momentary bliss; and here t 

Links memory's power with rapture's tear. 

Who curb'd the barons' kingly power • ? 
Let hist'ry tell that fateful hour 
At home, when surly winds shall roar. 
And prudence shut the study door. 

• Henry the Seventh gave «n frrevocmble blow to die dtf>- 
gerouB privilegn iMuroed bj \he Vmrontt Vu 9i(Kv\>i^VM ^AmoMv^ 
"Hi maioera, by which ewn w>i^««wiw»t «^u\A «^«1^>|»«^ 
tfce lair/ on awumlng a nob\eiD»»'»Vkwn,*.tA «»MMAte».<K 
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De WiLtoNi here, of migbty Dame, 
Tbe whelnuDE flood, the Munmer itreun, 
Nirk'd &om their tonen.— Tbe fabric falli, 
The nibbUh of tli^r ipUndid ball) 
Time in his march halh scatter'd wide. 
And bl&nk QhlivioD itriveA Go hide *, 

A while Che gmiDg herd wu loen, 
And trembhog willow's mlver green. 
Till the fantastic current stood 
In line direct for Pchcbaio Wikju ; 
Whose bold ^een summit welcome bade, 
Hien rear'd behind his nodding shade. 
Here, as the light bool gkimm'd along, 
The clarionet, and chosen song, 
(That mellow, wild, £olian la/, 
" Sweet in the Woodlands,") roU'd awij 
Their echoes down the stream, that bore 
Each dying close la every shore. 
And forward cape, and woody range. 
That form tbe never-ceasing change. 
To him who floating, void rf care, 
Twirls with Che stream, ho knows not where. 
Till bold, impressive, and sublime, 
Gleam'd all tbat 'i left by etorma and time 
Of GoonaicHTowEEa. Tbe roouldring pile 
Tells noble truths,— but <^es the while. 
O'er the steep path, through brake and brier. 
His batter'd turrets still aspire. 
In rude magnificence. 'Twas here 
LiNCiiTBiAH HENni- spread his cheer. 
When came the news that H>l waa born. 
And MoNHouiB hail'd th' auspiciana mom : 
A boy in sports, a prince in war. 
Wisdom and valour cniwn'd his car , 
Of Prance the tenor, England's ^^Q^ > 
At Stntford'a b«rd has tAd lAie rXat^. 
•n» nlu orWillwCaule usnd on l^ oW^* *' 
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No butler*8 proxies snore supine. 
Where the old monarch kept his wine i 
No Welsh ox roasting, horns and all. 
Adorns his thronged and lauf hing hall ; 
But where he pray*d, and told his beads. 
A thriYing ash luxuriant spreads. 

No wheels by piecemeal brought the pile ; 
No barks embowell'd Portland ule ; 
Dig, cried Experience, dig away, 
Bring the firm quarry into day ; 
The excavation still shall save 

Those ramparts which its entrails ^ave. \ 

'* Here Kings shall dwell," the builders criofY, i 

** Here England's foes shall lower their pride | 1 

** Hither shall suppliant nobles come, 
" And THIS be England's nyal home." 
Vain hope 1 for on the Gwentian shore 
The regal banner streams no more 1 
Nettles, and vilest weeds that grow. 
To mock poor grandeur's head laid low. 
Creep round the turrets valour raised. 
And flaunt where youth and beauty gaxed. 

Here fain would strangers loiter long. 
And muse as fancy's woof grows strong ; 
Yet cold the heart that could complain. 
Where Pollett * struck his oars again ; 
For lovely as the sleeping child, 
The stream glides on sublimely wild. 
In perfect beauty, perfect ease. 
— The awning trembled in the iMreeze, 
And scarcely trembled, as we stood 
For RuBRDEAH Spire and Bishop's Wood. 
The fair domains of Courtfield f made 
A paradise of mingled shade 

• The boatman. 

1 A neat bcloiifinar to ttte famW^ ol V«u«^\«a, iiXsXOck >& tMA. ««. 
noticed In the fMUfei of hUtor^. AccotdV^* Vo vt*i\\\SoTv,\\ >* v% 
fthi-e whert Henry the Fkfih vru» nuT»«A, uttA«tt Om. cwtu\>x>* 
'-"■nnleM of HmlUbot: . 




BeneUh hii h«Bt of woodland bowera. 
But wbo the chum oS words aball flip^ 

O'er RiviH Curr, uid Coldwill Spnng, 

To brighten the nnconiciouB eje. 

And wike Ihe soul to ecstu; ? 

Noon icorch'd the Gelds ; the boat Uj.ta ; 

The dripping oars had nought to do, 

Where roui^ ns tobo ■ scene tb&t nugfat 

Enchant an idiot — glorious si^ht I 

Here, iu one gay according mind. 

Upon the spaikfing atream we dined ; 

As sbepheraa liree on moontun besth. 

Free u the fish that watch'd benenth 

For falling crumi, nrhere cooling Isj 

The wine that cheer'd ua on our way. 

Th' unruffled bosom of the stream 

Gave ere^ tjut and every vleam ; 

Gave shidowT rocks, and clear blue akj. 

And double douds ot Tarious dfe ; 

Gave dark green woods, or russet brown. 

And pendent corn-Gelds, upside down. 

A troop of gleaners changed beir ahide 
And 'twas a change by music made ; 
For slowly to the brink they drew, 

To mtA our jo j, and share it too. 
How ott, in childhood's flow'ry days. 
1 'ye beud the wild impasHon'd lays 
Of Bodi a group, lay* Mrange and new. 
And tbooght, was ever sonc so true I 
Wben from the haial's cool retreat 
Tbcy watch'd the tummer's tremUing heat , 
And throogfa the bou^s rude nrchinf plajM, 
Where matrons, round the laughing maid, 
FreM the long grass beneath I And heir 
Perhaps they shared an equal cheer -, 
Knjof d cbe feast with ei^l glee. 

And nUgd the song of reve\ij -. 
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Yet half abasb'd, reserved, and shy, 
Watch 'd till the strangers glided by. 

GLEANER'S SONG. 

DsAB. Ellen, your tales are all ple&teoody 

stored 
With the joys of some bride, and the wealth oC 

her lord: 

Of her chariots and dresses. 
And worldly caresses, 
And servants that fly when she's waited upon: 
But what can she boast if she weds unbeloTod? 
Can she e*er feel the joy that one mormng I 

proved, 
Mlien I put on my new-gown and waited for Jolm? 

These fields, my dear Ellen, I knew them of yore. 
Yet to me they ne'er look'd so enchanting bmre; 
llie distant bells ringing. 
The birds round us smging. 
For pleasure is pure when affection is won : 
They told me the troubles and cares of a wife ; 
But I loved him ; and that was the pride of my life, 
When I put on my new-gown and waited for John. 

He shouted and ran, as he leapt from the stile; 
And what in my bosom was passing the while ? 

For love knows the blessing 

Of ardent caressing. 
When virtue inspires us and doidrts are afl gone« 
The sunshine of Fortune you say is divine ; 
True love and the sunshine of Nature were mine. 
When I put on my new-gown and waited for John. 

could spot be smtcd U«& 
memorials of distreB^ \ 
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Ni)iie,criet the Mga, more fit is found, 
Tbejr itrike at once b double wound 

HinnillMinn bjdl JoU sigb, 

And think of poor mortality. 

Close on the bank, and half o'ergrown, 
Beoeatb b dsi-k wood's gombroos irown, 
A monameDtal stone appesjs 
Of one who, in his Hooming jetn. 
While bBthing sparri'd the grassy ihora, 
And sunk, 'midat EHendB, to rise no idotB ; 
Eh pBTeats nitnesa'd. — Hark I their shriek 
llie dreadful language horror speaka t 
But why in verse attempt to tell 
That t^e the stone records so well? 
Nothing could damp th' awBken'd joy. 

Not e'en thj fate, ingenuous ' 

~ [TBndofNBti 



lie great, the 
'o lut our heai 



a to Ufe and lore. 

riLL BocEB 1 frown, frown away ; 
Thmst &om your woods your abafts of grey ; 
Fall not, to cmah oar mortal pride, 
Or stop the stream on which we glide. 
Our li'ea are short, our joys are few : 
Bat, gianta, what is time to you ? 
Ye who erect, in many a mass, 
Riae from the scarcely dimpled glass. 
That with distinct and mellow glow 
Reflects youi monstroos forms below ; 
Or in clear sboala, in breeie or sun. 
Shakes all yoor shadows into one ; 
Boast ye o'er man in proud disdain, 
A silent, everlasting reign ? 
Bear ye your heads so high in scom 
Of name* that puny man hath borne ? 

Proud rocks I had Cambria's bards but here 
Their namei engraeen, deep and cleM, 
That such as gaily wind along 
Might greet with ahouts Ulobq avtw ol wi^V 
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And tr;iro the tamo that mortals crave 
To LIGHT and LIFE beyond the grave ! 
Then might ye boast your wreathes entwined 
With trophies of the deathless MIND; 
Then would your fronts record oo faigh» 
** We perish I-— Man can never die T 

Not nameless quite ye lift your brow8» 
For each the navigator knows ; 
Not by King Arthur, or his kmshts. 
Bard famed in lays, or chief in fights ; 
But former tourists, just as free, 
r Though surely not so Uest as we,) 
A group of wranglers frtnn the bar, 
Suspending ken their miwtie war— 
Man'd towering Biarc&oft^s ivy crown. 
And grey VANsiTTAaT*s vravinff gown : 
And who 's that giant bv his side ? 
" Si&oEAMT Adaib," the boatmaa cried. 
Yet strange it seems, however true. 
That hen, where law has nought to do. 
Where rules and bonds are set aside, 
Bv wood, by rodt, by stream defied ; 
Inat here, where nature seems at strife 
With all that tells of busy life, 
Man should by namee be carried still 
To Babylon against his will. 

But how shall memory rehearse. 
Or dictate the untoward verse 
That truth demands? Could he refuse 
Thy unsotght honours, darling Muse, 
Who thus, in idle, happy trim 
Rode just where friends would carry him. 
And thus hath since his cares beguiled 
By rhymes as joyous, and as wild? 
Triith he obeys. The generous band. 
That spread his board imd grasp'd his hand, 
In native mirth, as here l\ie^ c«sne. 
Gave a bluff rock His ViumXAe tmx&a *. 
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A yew-tree clasps its rugged base; 
The boatman knows its re»ereDd faco 
Witb Pollett'b iBemory and hia fee, 
Beats tbe result that time i>ball see. 
Vet, whether time shall sweep away 
Tbe fragile whimBieg of a daf ; 
Or future trsvellers rest the oar. 
To hear the min'^led echoes roar; 
A stranger'B triumph I He will feel 
A joj that deatb alon« cau steal. 
And should he cold iodiflerenoe feign, 
And trvat such honours with disdain; 
Pretending pride shall not deeeiTo him, 
Good people all, pray don't believe him ; 
In SDCh a spot to teare a name. 
At least is no opprobrious fame ; 
This rock perhaps uprear'd his brow, 
Ere haman blood hei^an to flow. 

Nor let the wandering stranger fear 
That Wtb here ends her wild career ; 
Though closing boughs,— though hills may si 
To bar all egress to [he stream, 
Some airy height he climbs amain, 
And finds the silver eel again. ';?* 

No fears we form'd, no labours counted, 
YetStMMON's Yatoi 



A tower of rock, that seems to cry, 
" (3o round about me, neighbour Wie." 
On went the boat, and up ihe steep 
Her straggling crew began to creep. 
To gain the ridge, enjoy the view. 
Where the fresh gales of summer blew. 
Ine Reaming Wtb, that circles round 
Her four mile course, agwn is found j 
And, crouching U> die eonquerer's ipride. 
Bathes his fange clifls on eil^et Bvfte ■, 
Seen a,t one glance, when from V\a \ivu-b 
Tbe eje surveys twin gulfs beVo"". v. 
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W'lu-iU'O c<iiu<..> t!iy n-pi- ^ \V'5.at Sy lO.i l-.c, 
VVlu) gaind a monument in thee? 
Perhaps a wild-wood hunter,— bom 
Peril, and toil, and death, to scorn; 
Or warrior, with his powerful lance. 
Who scal<>d the cliff to mark th' advance 
^>f rival arms; or humble swain, 
Wlio songht for pasture here in vain; 
Or venerable bai^, who strove 
To tune his harp to themes of love; 
Or with a poet*s ardent flame 
Sung to the winds his country's fiime? 

Westward Great Doward, stretching wide, 
Upheaves his iron-bowell'd side; 
And hj his everlasting mound 
Prescribes th* imprisoned river's bound, 
And strikes the eye with mountain force : 
But, stranger, mark thy rugged course 
From crag to crag, unwilling, slow, 
To New Wier forge, that smokes below. 
Here rush'd the keel like lightning by; 
The helmsman watch'd with anxious eye; 
And oars alternate touch'd the brim, 
To keep the flying boat in trim, 

Forward quick changing, changing still. 
Again rose clifi', and wood, and hill, 
Where mingling foliage seem'd to strive 
"With dark -brown sapUngs, flay'd alive*, 
Down to the gulf beneath; where oft 
The toiling wood-boy dragg'd aloft 
His stubborn faggot from the brim, 
And gazed, and tugg'd with sturdv limb; 
And where the mind repose would seek, 
A barren, storm-defying peak. 
The Little Doward, lifted high 
rocky crown of royalty. 

custom is here alluded to ol *\:tVv?^Tv%^3^*>«sV.^w«i 
fl0 ffrowinc, which gives «\\ «Xmom\. vttA««i«tt«W^ 
2 the mo«t agreeable, effed to V^e^a»A«»V*• 
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ITnsbJ not & vhiEperl Oan, be itillt 
Comes that soft sonnd fmm ronder hill? 
Or is the sound so f^nt though uev 
It scsrcelj strikes tbe lUfniag ear? 
E'en bo; for down the green bank fell 
An ice-coM stream from Mabun'b Wet.l, 
Bright M young beauty's azure eye. 
And pure as iDfont chaai^iiy; 
Each limpid draught suiliieed vilh d«v 
The dipping glass's crystal hne; 
And as it trembling reach'd the lip, 
Deli|i;ht sprung up at every sip. 

Pure, temperate joys, and cSiIdi, were these; 
We tosB'd upnn do Indian seae; 
No savage chiefe, with tawny crew, 
Came jabbering in the bark canoe 
Our strength lo dare, our course to tu'n ; 
Yet boats a South Sea chief would bu m 
Sculk'd in the alder shade. Eachboi'e, 
nevoid of keel, or sail, or oar, 
Aq upright fisherman, with eje 
Of Braroin-like solemnity; 
Who Ecann'd the surface either way. 
And cleaved it like a fly at play; 
And crosBvays bore a balanced pole, 
To drive the aalmoii from his hole: 
Then heedful leap'd, without parade. 
On shore, as luck or fancy bade; 
And o'er his back, in gallant trim. 
Swung the light shell that carried bioi; 
Then down a^ain his burden threw. 
And launch'd his whirling howl anew; 
Displaying, in his bow'ry station. 
The infancy of navigation. 

Soon round us spread the h\l\& ui& b^cA 
Where GEOFFBrY spun hia tnapc ul«n. 
And caU'd them history. The \Ka& 
Whence ASTBVR sprung, axA ^lt\a'^»»»^*- 
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Of gaUant knights. Sire of romance. 
Who led the fancy's mazy dance, 
Thy tales shall please, tby name still be, 
When Time forgets my verse and me. 
Low sunk the sun, bis ev'ning beam 
Scarce reach'd us on the tranquil stream; 
Shut from the world, and all its din, 
Nature's own bonds had closed us in; 
Wood, and deep dell, and rock, and ridge, 
From smiling Koss to Monmouth Bkiboe; 
From mom till twilight stole away, 
A long, unclouded, glorious day. 



BOOK II. 



Benry the Fifth— Momina on the water— Landoga— 
Ballad^ " The Maid of Landoga^—Tintem Abbey^ 
Wind-Cliff— Arrival at Chepstow— Per sfi^eld— Ballad^ 
** Morris of Persfield^-View from Wind-Cliff^Chep 
ttow Castle by Moonlight 

Harry of Monmouth, o'er thy page, 
Great chieftain of a daring age ! 
The strippling soldier burns to see 
The spot of thy nativity; 
His ardent fancy can restore 
Thy castle's turrets (now no more); 
See the tall plumes of victory wave. 
And call old valour from the grave; 
Twang the strong bow, and point the lance, 
That pierced the shatter d hosts of France, 
When nations, in the da}s of yore, 
rampant lion? a roax. 
, were aU we could coiHTBaiA 
I moored upon tk© slcwvd.% 
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ThB midnight current, by her Bide, 
Was stealing iowa to meet the tideg 
The valefnl Bteenman read; la;. 
To ronw m at the breitc of day : 
It came— hov soon 1 and what a tij. 
To cheer the bounding trareller'B eye I 
To maVe hint epum hia coach of rest, 
To shout upon the river's breast, 
Watching by taraa the rosy hue 
Of early cloud or sparkling dev. 
These Uving joya the lerse shall tell: 
Harbt, and MoShodtb, iare-ye-irell. 

On npland hna, and airy height, 
Swept by the breeze, and clothed in light, 
The reapers, early from their beds, 
Perhaps were singing o'er our heads. 
For, stranger, deem not that the eye 
Conld hence survey the eastern sky; 
Or mark the streak'd horizon's bonnd. 
Where Srst the rosy ann wheels round. 
Deep iu the guif beneath were we. 
Whence climb'd blue miets o'er rock and treei 
A mingling, nndnlating crowd. 
That form'd the dense or fleecy cloud; 
Slow from the darkeu'd stream upborne. 
They caught the quickening gales of mora; 
There bade their parent wVk good day. 
And, tinged with parole, sail'd away. 
The ifnNNO* Ji.in'Jus all unseen. 
Tkoy Hocsb, and BeiUFOBT's bowers of gre< 
And nameless prospects, half denned, 
• Involved in miat, were )ett behind. 
Yet M the Ix^t stitl onward bore. 
The nunparts of the eastern shore 
Cow«r'd the high crest Co inaii'^ *. viivni^. 
And bade us o'er each minoi «U«9 

nwrivBi Mumio. oi Hymnm. 1tU> Volo-*""* 
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Mark the bold Kymin's sunny brow. 
That, gleaming o'er oar fogs below, 
Lifted amain, with giant power. 
E'en to the clouds his Naval Towbb*; 
Proclaiininff to the morning sky 
Valour, and fame, and victory. 

The air resigned its hazy blue. 
Just as Landooa came in view. 
Delightful village I one by one, 
Thy climbing dwellings caugl)( the sun. 
So bright the scene, the air so clear. 
Young Love and Joy seem*d stationed here; 
And each with floating banners cried, 
" Stop, friends, you'll meet the rushing tide. 

Rude fragments, torn, disjoined, wild, 
High on'the Glo'ster shore are piled. 
No mouldering fane, the boast of years, 
Unstain'd by tune, the wreck appears: 
With pouring wrath, and hideous swell, 
Down foaming from a woodland dell, 
A summer flood's resistless pow'r 
Raised the grim ruin in an hour! 
When that o'erwhelming tempest spread 
Its terrors round the guilty head. 
When earth-bound rocks themselves gave way. 
When crash'd the postrate timbers lay, 
O, it has been a noble sight, 
Crouching beyond the torrent's might, 
To mark th' uprooted victims bow, 
The grinding masses dash below. 
And hear the long deep peal the while 
Burst over Tintern's roofless pile! 
Then, as the sun regain'd his power, 
When the last breeze from hawthorn bower 

_ Kymin Pavilion, erecieA to YvaacKit * Wk^'^tAMOB 
"l aud tneir impars^eled viclon«k 
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Adifu, L •vyi)<»(;A, scpii^ uu>^t (icar, 
Farcw(ill we bade to Ethell s Wiek; 
Round many a point then bore away. 
Till morn was changed to beauteous day : 
And forward on the lowland shore, 
Silent, majestic ruins, wore 
The stamp of holiness; this strand 
The steersman hail'd, and touched the land. 

Sudden the change; at once to tread 
The t^rass-grown mansions of the dead! 
Awful to feeling, where, immense. 
Rose niin*d, gray magnificence; 
The fair-wrought sha^ all ivy-bound. 
The towering arch with foliage crown'd, 
That trembles on its brow sublime^ 
Triumphant o*er the spoils of time. 
Here, grasping all the eye beheld, 
Thought into mingling anguish swell'd. 
And checked the wild excursive wing, 
O'er dust or bones of priest or king; 
Or raised some blood-stain'd warrior's gbost 
To shout before his banner'd host. 
But all was still. — The chequer'd floor 
Shall echo to the step no more; 
Nor airy roof the strain prolong 
Of vesper chant or choral song. 

TiKTEBN, thy name shall hence sustain 
A thousand raptures in my brain; 
Joys, full of soul, all strength, all eye. 
That cannot fade, that cannot die. 

Noloitering here, lone walks to steal; 
iras the early hunler'A mQAV\ 

and tide, stemcoxipVe^T^ti 
^DdlesB race, and la\ig.Vi^d«Lttnai^) 
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Deaf had ve shouteH, '-tam about," 
Or, " »ait a -while, till wa coma out;" 
To hnminir them we check'd our pride, 
And t«D cheer'd hearta glow'd tide b;r aide, 
Fuah'd from the shore witL current atrong. 
And " Hej for Ghepatow," steer'd aloog. 

Amidst the bright expandiniE day. 
The solemn, deep, dark shadovs lay 
Of that rich foliage, tow'ringoVr 
Where princely abbots dveli of yore. 
The mind, wiUi inBlantaneona glance, 
Beholdii his baree of ataf« advance. 
Borne proudly dinm the ebbing Ude, 
Sho aveeps the vaving boaghg aaide; 
Bhe vina with flowing ppndanta dreit; 
And as the cnrrent turns Bouth-west, 
Bbe BtrikeB her oars, where, full in view, 
BtupendoQB Wind-Cuff greets her erev. 
But, Fancy, let thy day-dreanig cease; 
With tallen greatnesB be at jieace. 
EnoDgh; for Wind-Cltff stjll was foand 
To hail U9 ae we doubled roand. 

Bold in primeval atrengih he stood ; 
Hie rocky brow, all ahagg'd with wood, 
O'erlook'd hia base, where doubling strong. 
The inward torrent ponrs along; 
Then ebbing tarna. and tums again 

Sa meet the Severn and the Main), 
neath the dark shade aweeping ronnd 
Of beetling Pekbfield's fury gronnd. 
By buttresaea of rock upborne, 
Tlie rude Apobtlbb all umhnm.* 

Long be the slaught'ring aie defied: 
Long may they bear their wa-vui^ ^xi.^-. 



^Xir^* ' 
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Tree over tree, bower over bower, 
In nncurb'd nature's wildest power; 
Till Wyk forgets to wind below, 
And genial spring to bid them grow. 

And shall we e'er forget the day, 
When our last chorus died awavf 
When first we hail'd, and moor'd beside 
Rock-founded Chepstow's mouldering pride? 
Where that strange bridge, light, trembling, high. 
Strides like a spider o'er the Wye; 
When, for the joys the mom had giv'n, 
Our thankful hearts were raised to Heav'n? 
Never: — ^that moment shall be dear, 
While hills can charm, or sun-beams cheer. 

PoLLETT, farewell! thy dashing oar 
Shall lull us into peace no more; 
But where Kyrle trimm'd his infant greeu^ 
Long mayst thou with thy bark be seen; 
And happy be the heai'ts that glide 
Hirougn such a scene, with such a guide. 

The verse of gravel walks that tells, 
With pebble-rocks and mole-hill swells, 
May strain description's bursting che^ ks, 
And far outrun the goal it seeks. 
Not so when ev'ning's purpling hours 
Hied us away to Persfield's bowers: 
Here no such danger waits the lay; 
Sing on, and truth shall lead the way. 
Here sight may rauge, and hearts may glo'i^. 
Yet shrink from the abyss below; 
Here echoing p^-ci pices roar. 
As youthful ardour shouts before; 
Here a sweet paradise shall ri^e 
At ouce to greet poetic eyes. 

why dot^B HE diapeW, \wiV\ti^» 
it illusion from Oie miu^. 
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TON GIaNT', with the pjpling eye 
Who Btridea in mock sublimitj ! 

Oinats identiged maj frown; 

Katoro and taite would knock them down; 

Blocks thai usurp some noble BtaUon, 

As if to cnrb imaginadon, 

Which, Bmiling at the chisel's power, 

Uakea better monswn everj hour. 

Beneath impenetrable green. 
Down, 'midst the hazel etemB, wse seen 
The tnrbid itream, with all that past; 
The linie->vbile deck, the gliding mastj 
Or ikikwith gaien darting by, 
Who raised their hacds in ecat-^ey 
Impending ch^ hung overhead; 
The rock-path soucdeci to the tread. 
Where twisted roots, in many a fold, 
Through moss, disputed room for hold. 

Tbe Btraager who thug steals one honr 
To (race thy walks from bower to bower, 
Thy noble cliffs, thy wildwood joys. 
Nature's own work that never cloys, 
Wlio, while reilectiou bids him roam, 
Calls Dot this paradise his home. 
Can ne'er, with dull unconscions eye, 
Leave them behind without a sigh. 
Thy tale of truth thtn. Sorrow, tell. 
Of him who bade this home farewell i 
MoBSisof Febsfibld, — Hark, the strains! 
Hark! 'tis some hoary bard complins! 
The deeds, the worth, he knew so well, 
The foice of nature bids him tell. 
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MORRIS OF PEBSFIELD. 

Who was lord of yon beantifiil seat; 

Yon woods which are towering so high? 
Who spread the rich board for the great, 

Yet Usten'd to pity's soft sigh? 
Who gave with a spirit so free, 

And fed the distressed at his door? 
Our Morris of Persfield was he, 

Who dwelt in the hearts of the poor. 

Bat who e'en of wealth shall make sure. 

Since wealth to misfortune ha« bow'dl 
Long cherish'd untainted and pure, 

The stream of his charity flow'd. 
But all his resources gave way; 

O what could his feelings control? 
What shall curb, in the prosperous day, 

Th* excess of a generous soul? 

He bade an adieu to the town; 

O, can I forget the sad day? 
When I saw the poor widows kneel down. 

To bless him, to weep, and to pray. 
Though sorrow was mark'd in his eye. 

The trial he manfully bore;- 
Then passed o'er the bridge of the Wye, 

To return to his Persheld no more. 

'Twas true that another might feel; 

That poverty still might be fed; 
Yet long we rung out the dumb peal, 
For to us noble Morris wa& ^^«^ 
He had not lost sight oi^n&Yiome, 
Yoa domain that so \0ve\7 av^?«axB^ 
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Wlien lie hford it, snrl sunk oreruime; 
He felt it — and burst into tean. 

The lessons of prudence have charms. 

And slighted, may lead to distress ; 
But the man who benevolence Harms 

Is an angel vho lives but to bleaa. 
I F ever man merited fsjne, 

If ever m&n's failings went trtu, 
Forgot at the sound of his name, 

Onr Morris of Perefield wbs he. 

Cleft from tlie snmmit, irho shatl saj 
When Wind-Clift'fl other half gave way? 
Or when the saa-waieB, rnaring strong. 
First drove the rock-boand tide along 3 
To aCadiOQB leisure be reeign'd. 
The tank that leads the wilder'7 mind, 
From time's first birth throughout the range 
Of natore's everloating chsnge. * 

Soon from bis all-commanding brow, 
Lay Penfield's rocks and woods below. 

Back over Monmouth who could trace 
The Wye's fantaslic moantain race? 
Before as sweeping far and wide. 
Lay oat-slretch'd Severn's ocean tide, 
Through whose bine mints, all upward blown. 
Broke tbe faint lines of heights unknown ; 
And still (though cionds would interpose) 
The Cotswold promontories rose 
In dark succession: Stincbcombe's brow. 
With Berkeley Castle crouch'd below; 
And strangfr spires on either hand. 
From Thornbary, on the Glo'at«r strand, 
With black-brow'd woods, and ■jeVVt'n tiAiv 
/The boundless wealth thai airawnet V^**!! 
Detain'd the eve, that glancei a^^iv 
O'er KwgrotM aachorft]ie to <Avo iiaitt' 
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Or was the bounded view peferr'd, 
Far, far beneath, the spreacung herd 
Low'd, as the cow-boy stroU'd along, 
And cheerly sung his last new song. 
But cow-boy, hei^ and tide, and spiro 
Sunk into gloom. — The tinge of fin*. 
As westward roiPd the setting day 
Fled like a golden dream away. 
Then Chepstow's ruin'd fortress caught 
The mind's collected store of thought ; 
A dark, majestic, jealous frown 
Hung on his brow and wam'd us down. 
*Twas well ; for he has much to boast, 
Much still that tells of glories lost, 
Though rolling years have form'd the s^ni, 
Where once the bright-helm*d warrior trod 
From tower to tower, and gazed around. 
While all beneatff him slept profound. 
E'en on the walls where paced the brave. 
High o'er his crumbling turrets wave 
The rampant seedlings. — Not a breath 
Pass'd through their leaves ; when, still as death 
We stopped to watch the clouds — for night 
Grew splendid with increasing light, 
Till, as time loudly told the honr, 
Gleam'd the broad front of Marten'^ Tower,* 
Bright silver'd by the moon. — Then rose 
The wild notes sacred to repose; 
Then th«» lone owl awoke from rest. 
Stretched his keen talons, plumed his crest. 
And, from his high embattled station, 
Hooted a trembling salutation. 
Bocks caught the ^ halloo" from his tongue 
And Persfield back the echoes flung 
Triumphant o'er th' illustrious deiul, 
Their history lost, their g\oTv©E ^^i. 

• Heury Marten, whose signatutc avp^^^ ^;^!t^^^.^S^^ 
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I'eparturtfor Rnftand—Ragland Catilt—AlierTiatKtulv 
—EtptdAion up the -rtn-g-Vah,' or Siaar-Laaf Sill 

Brtom—Pembroia of Oriak-howtl— Tri- Tawtr CaMt 

Pbace to year wbite-wall'd cols, ye vales; 
Untainted fly yonr Bnmmer galeg: 
Health, tiou from dtJes lov'st t« roam, 
(I make the Moniooath hills thy homel 
Qreat apirila of her bards of yore. 



To sing of mountain liberty: 
Give them the harp und modcEt niflirt; 
Give them the sscred Tillage shade; 
Lone be Llandenny, aad Llanaoy, 
Names that import a raral joy, 
KniiTn to oar farhers, when May dny 
BraBh'd a whole Hrelvemonth'a eare acay. 

Far difT rent jnyg poesess'd the mind, 
When Chepstow fading gnnk behind, 
And, from a belt <if woods fiill gtirwn 
Arose immensf thy turrets brown. 
Majestic RaqijindI Harrests wave 
Where thund'ring hosle their watch-word gave, 
When cavaliers, with downcast eyo. 
Struck the last flsg of loyalty-: 
Then, left by gallant Wobc^stbr's band. 
To devastation's cruel hand 
The beanleouB fabric bow'd, fled all 
The splendid hours of festival. 
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\" smoke ar^ceiuis; the ^usy hum 
Is heard no more; no rolling drum. 
No high-toned clarion sounds alarms, 
No bsmner wakes the pride ci arms*; 
But ivy, creeping year by year, 
Of growth enormous, triumphs here. 
£ach dark festoon with pride upheaves 
Its glossy wilderness of leaves 
On sturdy limbs, that, clasping, bow 
Broad o'er the turrets' utmost brow, 
Encompassing, by strength alone. 
In fret-work bars, the sUding stone, 
That tells how years and storms prevail, 
A.nd spreads its dust upon the gale. 

The man who could unmoved survey 
What ruin, piecemeal, sweeps away; 
Works of the pow'rful and the br&ve, 
All sleeping in the silent grave; 
Unmovecl reflect, that here were sung 
Carols of joy, by beauty's tongue, 
Is flt, where'er he deigns to roam. 
And hardly fit — ^to stay at home. 
Spent here in peace, — one solemn hour 
TMidst legends of the Yellow Tower, 
Truth and tradition's mingled stream. 
Fear's start, and superstiuon's dream) 
Is pregnant with a thousand jo v s. 
That difitance, p!ace, nor time, destroys: 
That with exbaustless stores supply. 
Food for reflection till we die. 

0:<WABD the rested steeds pursued 
The cheerful rout", with strength reuc.v'd. 
For onward lay the gallant town, 
Whose name oldcusiom hathcUpp'd down, 

^ These Magnificent ruins, inc\admgl\iecv\aLAe\,«»uv>i^V'.- 
§m i not leas Ihaii oue-thiid ol a ina« \u ciwsaxsAwww^ 



v^. 
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With more of magic left Chan many. 
So handily to ABBaOANT. 
And aa the sidelong, sober light 
Lett vallejB dar^end, billg less bright, 
OreLit BiaDSENQB rose to tetl hie Me; 
And the dnn peak of Pbn-t-Valb 
Stood like a sentinel, whose brow 
Scowl'd on the sleeping world beloir ; 
Yet oven sleep itself outspread 
The monntaio paths ws meant to tgead. 



JoYOirs the crimson morning rose, 
Ab joyons from the night's repose 
Sprang the light heart- The glancing eye 
Beheld, amidst the dappled sky, 
EiuUing Pen-y-Valb. But how 
Could feaiales climb bil gleaming brow, 
Bnde toll encouiit'riog? how deff 
The wint'ry torrent's course, when dry, 
A rongh-Booopd bed of stoneef or meet 
The powerful force of August hoat? 
Wheels might assist, could wheels be found 
Adapted to the rugged ground : 
'Twaa done; for prudence bade ns start 
With three Welsh ponies, and a cart; 
A red-choek'd monntwneer, a wit, 
Full of rough shafts, that soraetimes hit, 
Tmdg'd by their side, and twirl'd hid thoug. 
And cheer'd his scrambling team along. 

At ease to mark a scene so &ir, 
And treat their steeds with moontain air, 
Some rode apart, or led before, 
Kock after rock tlie wVi«e^B m^oot^i 
The careful driver bIqwVj hw4. 
To many a bough wa 4\icV4 xJna ^i«a^ 
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And heard the wild inTiting calls 

Of Buminer'B tiokling waterlalls, {• 

lu wooded glens below; and stilly 

At every step the sister hill, 

Blorekge, grew greater; half unseen 

At times from out our bowers of green. 

That telescopic landscapes made. 

From the aroh'd windows of its shade; 

For woodland tracts begirt ns round; 

The vale beyond was £urY ground. 

That verse can never paint. Above 

Gleam'd (something like the mount of Jove 

But how much, let the learned say, 

Who take Olvmpus in their way) 

Gleam'd the rair, sunny, cloudless peak 

That simple strangers ever seek. 

And are they simple? Hang the dunce 

Who would not doff his cap at once 

In ecstasy, when, bold and new, 

Bursts on his sight a mountain view. 
Though vast the prospect here became^ 

Intensely as the love of fame 

Glow'd the strong hope, that strange desire^ 

That deathless wish of climbing higher, 

Where heather clothes his graceful sides, 

Which many a scatterd rock divides. 

Bleach 'd by more years than histVy knows. 

Moved by no power but melting snows, 

Or gushing springs, that wash away 

Th' embedded earth that forms their stay. 

Tiie heart distends, the whole frame feeu. 

Where, inaccessible to wheels, 

The utmost storm-worn summit spreads 

Its rocks grotesque, its downy beds; 

Here no faUe feeling sense belies. 
Mail lit'ta the weary foot, and «a^^\ 
/^Mu^literis dumb*, liVLtki'ity 

ikes at OLce tV aetoivvfeVA t^e-, 
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E'en the closed lip, half uaeless growa, 
Drops bat a word, "Look down j loolcdoim." 

Good Heav'nB! mxitt scenes like these expand 
Scenes so magnificAntlj graod^ 
And milliom breathe, and pasB away, 
Unblesa'd throughout their little dsf, 
Widi one short glimpse? B; place confined. 
Shall many au anxious, ardent mind, 
Svorn to the Muees, coirer its pride, 
Doom'd bat to sing with pinions tied? 

Spibit of BnBMst Hie daring child 
Of glOTiouB freedom, rough and wild. 
How have I wept o'er all thj illB, 
How blest thy CaledomHn hills! 
How almost worshipp'd in my dreams 
Thy monntain bauota —thy classic streanul 
How burnt with hopeless, aimless fiie. 
To matk thy giant strength aspire 
In patriot themes! and toned the wbile 
Thy " Bonny Doon," or '• Balloch Mile." 
Spirit of BuBHst accept the tear 
That rapture gives thy mem'rj here 
On the bleaV mountain top. Here tbou 
Thyself hadst nueed the gallant brov 
Of conaciotu intellect, to twine 
Th' imperiabable verse of thine. 
That eharms the world. Or can it be. 
That scenes like these were nought to thee? 
That Scottish hills bo far excel. 
That so deep sinks the Scottish dell, 
That boasf^ pEN-T-VitE had been 
For Ihy loud northern lyre too maaii\ 
Broai'-ahouldpr'd Bloresqe &iubt«Y<u^', 
A Dd Sm VHiD, let him aioWe ot acwV, 
A dwarCkb bully, tmhIi ptoioi, 
■ Becauce be breaks tte pa»B\nftcV>Q-4* 
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If even so, thou bard a£ fame, 
The consequences rest the same: 
For, grant that to th^ in£uit sight 
Rose mountains of stupendous height; 
Or grant that Cambrian minstrels taught 
'Mid scenes that mock the lowland thooghi; 
Grant that old Talliesen flnng 
His thousand raptures as he sung 
From huge Plyidimon*s awful brow. 
Of Gsder Idris, capt with snow; 
Such Alpine scenes with them or thee 
Well suited. — These are Alps to me. 

t 

Long did we, noble Blorenge, gaze 
On Uiee, and mark the eddying haze 
That strove to reach thy level crown. 
From the rich stream, and smoking town j 
And oft, old Skyrid, hail'd thy name. 
Nor dared deride thy holy fame*. 
Long followed with untiring eye 
Th' illumin'd clouds, that o*er the sky 
Drew their thin veil, and slowly sped, 
Dipping to every mountain's head, 
Dark mingling, fading, wild, and thence. 
Till admiration, in suspense, 
Hung on the verge of sight. Then sprung^ 
By thousands known, by thousands sung. 
Feelings that earth and time defy. 
That cleave to immortality. 

A light gray haze enclosed us round: 
Some momentary drops were found, 
Borne on the breeze; soon all dispelled; 
Once more the glorious prospect swell*d 
Interminably fair. Again 
Stretched the Black Mountain's dreary chain! 

* A pmdigioua cle!\, or separa.UQaaVu\ii« \(SS^*\.^^Vw«w^^v 
■Miued by the earthquAe aXV\xe cni<A««i«^\ V>. ^«^>^'t«r 
rmed the Holy MuuDts^B. 
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When eastward tnrn'd the straining ejt. 
Great Malvern met the cJondlesi aky: 
Dark in (be oouth upraso the shofet. 
Where Ocean in his furj roars, 
And rolls abrupt his fearful tides. 
Fir still from Mendip's fem-cUd sides; 
From Those vast range of mingling blue 
The weary, wand'ring sight withdrew. 
O'er fair Glamorgan's woods and downs, 
O'er glltterinj; streams, and tarmt and towns. 
Back to the Table Book, that lowers 
O'er old Ciickbowel's mio'd towers 

Here p>>rfect stiilness reign'd. The brealli 
A moment hnah'd, 'twas mimic death. 
The ear, fronLall assaults released. 
As motion, sound, and life, had ceased. 
The beetle rarel j mnrmur'd by, 
No sheep-dog sect his voice so high. 
Save when, by chance, tar down the st#ep, 
Crept a liie speck, a straggling sheep; 
Fet one lone object, plsanly seen 
Carved slowly, in a line of green. 
On the brown heath: do demon fell. 
No wizard foe, with maeic appll. 
To chaiQ the senses, chill the heArt^ 
No wizard guided Powel's cart; 
He of our nectar had the care. 
All our aiDbmsia reet«d there. 
At leienre, bat relnclAol still, 
We join'd him by a mountain rill ; 
And there on sprioging tnrf, all seated, 
Jove'E guests were never half so treated; 
Journeys they had, and feaatings many. 
But never came to Abergany; 
Lucky escape: —the wraneling ct««. 
Mischief to cherisV or to \it«v( , 
Was all their sport ; and "rtioii.i^ *'%''* 
T&aj choBft 'midst warnata^o ewg^e'i 



214 THE BANES OP WYE. 

Loud for their fiery steeds th^ eried. 

And dasJi'd th' opposing clouds aside, 

WiiirPd throogh the air, and foremost stood 

'Midst mortal passions, mortal blood ! 

Beneath ns frown'd no deadly war. 

And Powel's wheels were safer far; 

As on them without flame or shield. 

Or bow to twong, or lance to wield. 

We left Uie heights of inspiration. 

And relish*d a mere mortal station; 

Our object not to fire a town, 

Or aid a chief, or knock him down; 

But safe to sleep, from war and sorrow, 

And drive to Brecknock on the morrow. 

Heavy and low'ring, crowds on crowds. 
Drove adverse hosts of darkening clouds, 
Low o'er the vale, and far awav, 
Deep gloom o'erspread the rising day; 
No morning beauties caught the eye, 
0*er mountain top, or stream, or sky, 
As round the castle's ruin*d tower 
We mused for manv a solemn hour; 
And half-dejected, half in spleen, 
Computed idly, o'er the scene, 
How many murders there had dyed 
Chiefs aad their minions, slaves of pride; 
When, perjury, in ev<>ry breath, 
Pluck'd the huge fiilcbiuD from its sheath. 
And prompted deeds of ghastly fame. 
That hist'rv's self might blush to name*. 

At length through each retreating shower. 
Burst, with a renovating power. 
Light, life, and gladness; instant fled 
All contemplation on the deiid. 

History of BrecknocYushHw, VV* «»siO* o\ KV^ 
todd as having been ik» acwft* «l ^« «^Q^ ^^ 
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Who hub not mark'd, Kith invard joy. 
The effort* of the diring boj ; 
And, vaitiag while he dieappear'd 
Emlted, trembled, hoped, aad rew'd? 
Then felt bis heart, 'midst cheering cries, 
BoDDd widi delight to see bim rise! 
Who hath not burnt vith r^ge, to aee 
Falaebood'a vile cant, and supple knee ; 
Then hail'd, on some courageous brow. 
The power that works her overthrow; 
That, EwiH as lightning', seals her doom, 
"Hence, migcreanll Tanisbl— truth is comet" 
So Pen.y-Vale upheayed hie brow. 
And left the world of fog below; 
So Sliyrid, Bmiling, brolce hie way 
To glories of the conrja'ring day; 
With matchless grace, and giant pride, 
So Blorenee tnrnM the clouds aside, 
A.Dd wam^ uB, not a vhit too soon, 
To abase the flying car of noon, 
Wbere herds and flocks unnumber'd fed 
Where Usk her waiid'ring mmeB led. 

Here on the mind, with powerful sway, 
PreBs'd the bright joys of yesterday; 
For still, though doom'd no more t' inhale 
The mountain »ir of Pen-y-Valp, 
His broad dark striking woodB o'erhung 
Cottage and farrn, ohere careless sung 
The labourer, where the gaiing steer 
Low'd to the mountains, deep and clear. 

Slow lesB'aing Blorenge, letY behind 
Reluctantly hie claims resign'd, 
And stretoh'd his flowing Iront enlire, 
As forward peep'd CrickR<™eV &¥''''^^ 
But DO proud castle'a lu.rr6Va ^eeio 4s 
No nrrior Earl'e gay banTieT aUewa V, 
£'«n of thy palace, <gr\e£ to wUVi 
A tower — without a dinnec >ieTi\ 
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An arch — ^where jay'lin'd sentries bow'd 
LoH to their cbidT, or fed the crowd. 
Are all that mark where once a train 
Of Barons graced thj rich domain, 
Illnstrious Pembroke I* drain*d thy bowl. 
And canght the nobleness of sool — 
The harp-inspired, indignant blood 
That prompts to arms and hardihood. 

To mnse upon the days gone by, 
Where desolation meets the eye. 
Is double life; truth, cheaply bought, 
The nurse of sense, the food of thought, 
Whence judgment^ npen'd, forms, at will. 
Her estimates of good or ill; 
And brings contrasted scenes to Tiew, 
And wei^s the old rogues with the new; 
Imperious tyrants, gone to dust. 
With tyrants whom the world hath cursed 
Through modem ages. — ^By what power 
Rose the strong walls of old Tre-Tower 
Deep in the Yioley; whose clear rill 
Then stole through wilds, and wanders still 
Through village shades, unstain'd with gore. 
Where war-steeds bathe their hoofs no more? 

Empires have fallen, armies bled, 
Since you old wall, with upright head. 
Met the loud tempest; who can tracf* 
When first the rude mass, irom its base, 
Stoop'd in that dreadful form ? E'en thon, 
Jane, with the placid silver brow, 
Know'st not the day, though thou hast seen 
A hundredf springs of cheerful greon, 

• Part of the original palace of the powerful Earls of Pem- 

broke is still undemolished by time. 

f Jane JSdu'ards, or, as she ptonouivceA M, EtwarU, «. \a^\ 

boaVf upright woman, leaning bolYv Vian^\a ot\ VYvc Yve^aA q\ \i« 

Wmim^ & hw manners venerabl'^ ^^Tf^V^^^S^"**^: JJJ^J* S^^ ^\, 

^^■^' ne hundred. She was Uwi^^^ \tv \Wft, v>a«ttv>A** 

J twu. 
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A hundred winters' entn™ increase 
That brook, — (he emblem of tb7p«&ce. 
Mo«t venerable dame ! and Bhul, 
The plund'rer, in hie gorgeons ball. 
His fame with Moloch-frown prefer, 
And scorn tbj harnilesa character. 
Who Kcarcely hear'st of bis renown. 
And never sack'd or bnmt a town ? 
But shoDld ho crave, with coward criea, 
To be Jane Edvards when he dies, 
Tbon'lt be the Conqueror, old lass. 
So take thy alms, and let us pass. 

Forth, from Ibe calm seqnester'd shade. 
Once more approaching twilight, l»de; 
When, as the sigh of joy arose. 
And while e'en lancy sought repose, 
One vast transcend cnt object sprung, 
. Arresting every eye and tongue. 
Strangers, feir Brewnl wondering, scan 
The Mats of thy stupendous Vannr 
But how can strangers, chain'd by time, 
Through Hoating clouds his summit climb* 
Another day had almost fled; 
A clear horizon, glowing red. 
Its promise on all hearts impress'd, 
Bright sonny hourt^ and SabWb net. 
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BOOK IV. 

The Oaett a Roman Station— Brunleu CattU— Ths Bm§ 
—Funeral Sona^ ** Mary*8 Qrave*— Clifford Cat(U—B^ 
turn by Hereford^ Malvern Hills, Cheltenham and 
Oloueettevt to Uley—Coneltuion, 

"Tis sweet to hear the soothing chime, 
And, by thanksgiving, measure time, 
When hard wrought poverty a while 
Upheaves the bending back to smile; 
When servants hail, with boundless glee, 
The sweets of love and liberty. 

Seldom has worship cheer'^ my soul 
With such invincible control! 
It was a bright benignant hour, 
The song of praise was full of power; 
Ana, darting from the noon-day sky, 
Amidst the tide of harmony. 
O'er aisle and pillar glancing strong, 
Heav'u's radiant light inspired the song. 
The word of peace, that can disarm 
Care with its own peculiar charm, 
Here flow'd a double stream, to cheer 
The Saxon* and the Mountaineer, 
Of various stock, of various name. 
Now join'd in rights, and joined iu fame. 

Ye who religion's duty teach, 
What constitutes a Sabbath breach ? 
Is it, when joy the bosom fills. 
To wander o'er the breezy hills? 
Is it, to trace around your home 
The footsteps of imperial Rome? 
Then ^rui^tpgHl^let us ple&d, 
PVi<?;,jp^^^^^|iil rested Bleed, 
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In thoDght aliBorb'd, explored, vilb care. 
The wild lanes round tbe silent Gaer*, 

Where conqaeriiigesgUg tool their gtandi 
Where beaOipn altars etain'd the land. 
Where soldiers of AugastnV pined. 
Perhaps, for pleasuresi left betind. 
And meaenred, from this lone abod^ 
Tbe qeir-forni'd, stony, tbrest road. 
Back to Caerleon's Eoathem train, 
Thrir barks, their borne, beyond the mun: 
Still by tie Vann reminded strong 
Of Alpine scenes, and mountain song, 
Tbe oHve grores, the clondleaa sbj, 
And golden Tales of Italy. 

With ns 'tiaa pFoce, ve mot nnfbes; 
With us far diS'rent feelings rose. 
Still onward inclination bade: 
The wilds of Mona'B Dmid shade, 
Bnowdon's inblime and stormy brOT, 
His land of Britons stretch'd below. 
And Penman Mawr's huge crajp, that greet 
The thund'ring ocean at his feet, 
Were all before na. Hard it proved 
To quite a land so dearly loved; 
Fnrego each boM terrific boaat 
Of northern Cambria's giant coast. 
Friends of the harp and aongf fiirgive 
The deep regret that, whilst I live, 
Shall dvell upon my heart and tongue: 
Go. jnya QntrtBted! themes unsung! 
Anotier acene, another land,, 
Hence shall the homeward verse demand. 
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> Eskai and VA. 



220 THE BANKS OF WYE. 

Yet fancy wove her flow'ry chain, 

Tai " farewell Brecon" left a pain, 

A pain that travellers may enaure; 

Chaoge is their food, and change their care. 

Yet oh, hov dream-lijce, far away, 

To recollect so bright a day! 

Dream-like those scenes the townsmen love. 

Their tnmbUng Usk, their Priory Grove, 

View'd while t£e moon cheer'd, calmy bright. 

The freshness of a sunmier's night 

High o'er the town, in morning smiles. 
The bine Vana heaved the deep defiles , 
And ranged, like champions for the fight. 
Basking in snn-beams on onr right, 
Rose the Black Mountains, that surround 
That far-feuned spot of holy ground, 
Llanthony, dear to monkish tale. 
And still the pride of Ewais Yale. 
No road-side cottage smoke was seen. 
Or rarely, on the village green: 
No youths appear'd, in spring-tide dre^s, 
In ardent play, or idleness. 
Brown waved the harvest, dale and slope 
Exulting bore a nation's hope; 
Sheaves rose as far as sight could range, 
And every mile was but a change 
Of peasants laboring, laboring stUl, 
And climbing many a distant hill. 
Some talk'd, perhaps, of spring's bright hour. 
And how they piled, in Brunless Tower*, 
The full-dried hay. Perhaps they told 
Tradition's tale, and taught how old 
The ruin'd castle ! False or true, 
They guess'd it — just as others do. 

• Th9 only remaininff tower ot "Bnw^Xew CasXV wt^v t«^ 
fgfUmt bay-loft; and almost evetv \>0A\Avtv% oxv \\x« « 
~~^o/migmeni8. 
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LoDB tower! though Buffei'd Jtit to gtaud, 
Dilapidation's wasting hand 
Shall tear thy pond'rons walU, to goard 
The Blumb'rine steed, or fence the jard; 
Or wheels shall erind thy pride away 
Along the tnmpite road to Hat, 
"Wh'K fierce Glendow'b'b rude : 
Left war's attendants, blood and tears, 
And spread their terrors many a inila. 
And snouted roond theSaming pile- 
May Heav'n preserve onr native land 
Prom blind smbitioo's mardering handi 
From all the wrongs that can provoke 
A people's wrath, and ur|[e the stroke 
That stiakps the proadest throne FGoard, Ueaien 
The sacred birthright thoa hast given; 
Bid juslice curb, vith strong control, 



Broad shadows ou the poor belov. 
Who, white Ihey rest, and vhen they die. 
Sleep on the rock-built shores of Wte. 

To tread o'ernameless mounds uf uiuth. 
To mnse upon departed worth. 
To credit BtiU tie poor distress'd. 
For feeiinga never half eipress'd 
Tbur hopes, their futh, their tender lorei 
Faith that sostain'd, and hope thitt strove, 
Is sarred joy ; to heave a sigh, 
A debt to poor mortality. 
Funereal ntes are closed; 'tis done; 
Ceated is the bell; ihe priest is <^nei 
What then if bust or stone denies 
To catch the pensive loit'rer'a eyes, 
What course cao poverty ^itftwia 
What can the poor pteteni^o iiS 
O boast not, qaarriea, ot jova *«*■'■> 
Boast not, O man, c* \>eaiib ov '"^'i\ 
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Tbe flowers of nature here shall thriye, 
Affection keep those flowers alive. 
And they shall strike the melUng hearty^ 
Beyoni the utmost power of art; 
Planted on graves, their stems entwine 
And evf-ry blobsom is a line 
Indelibly impress'd, that tends. 
In more than language comprehends, 
To teach us, in our solemn hours, 
That we ourselves are dying flowers. 

What if a father buried here 
His earthly hope, his friend most dear. 
His only child? Shall his dim eye. 
At poverty's command, be dry? 
No, he shall muse, and think, and pray. 
And weep his tedious hours away; 
Or weave the song of woe to tell 
How dear that child he loved so well. 

MARY'S GEAVE. 

No child have I left, I must wander alone, 

No light-hearted Mary to sing as I go, 
Nor loiter to gather bright flowers newly blown. 
She delighted, sveet maid, in the^e emblems 
of woe. 
Then the stream glided by her, or playfully boil'd 
O er its rock-b^ unceasing, and still it flows 
fipoe; 
But her infant life was arrested, unsoil'd 
As the dew-drop, when shook by the wing of 
the bee. 

Sweet flowers were her treasures, and flowers 
shall be mine; 
/ briDs; them from "Radnor'a ^T^eu>NK^Vi\MKt 
grave: 
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Thu9 planted in anguish, ah let Ihem entwioa 

U'er ■ heart once ag gentle as Heav'n e'er gave. 

Ob, the gluiue of her eye, vhea at mansiont ot 

wealth 

I p<nDCed. Bospidoa^ a,uA vtura'd her of hajm ; 

She smiled in conteift, 'midst the bloom of her 

health, 

Aod closer »nd closer gtill hung on my arm. 

Wh>t boots il to tall of the sense she possess'il. 
The fair buds of promise thitniem'ryende4rsl 

Tbe mild dove, affectioDiWOB queen of her breast. 
And 1 had her love, and her truth, and her 

She vu mine. But she goes to the Uod of the 

A change *hich I most, and yet dare, not de- 
plore: 
I'll bear tlie rade shock like the oak of the wood; 
But the green hills of Radnor viU charm me 

RoiNS of greatness, all farewelli 
No Chepstowa here, no Raglands tell, 
By mound, or fosB, or might; tower, 
Auhieyementa high in h^l or bower; 
Or give to fancy's virid eye 
The helms and plumes of^chivalry. 
Cliffobd has fall'n, howe'er sublime. 
Mere fragments vrestle still with time; 
Yet as they perish, sure and alow. 
And rolling dash tbe stream below. 
They nuse traditjon's gloviuz scene. 
The cine of silk, the vrathfal queen. 
And link, in mem'ry's firmest bond, 
The love-lorn tale of ¥lowniOTt&*. 
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How placid, how divinely sweet. 
The fliiw*r-grown brook that, by our feet, 
Winds on a summer'g day; e*en where 
Its name no classic honours share, 
Its spring antraced, its coarse nnknown. 
Seaward, for ever ramblint down I 
Here, then, how swset, peUncid, chaste; 
'Twas this bright current bade us taste 
The fulness of its joy. Glide still, 
Enchantress of Plynlimon Hill, 
Meandering Wye ! Still let me dream, 
in raptures, o'er thy infant stream; 
For could th' immortal soul forego 
Its cumbrous U >ad of earthly woe, 
And clothe itself in fairy guise, 
T<x> small, t(x> pure, for human eyes. 
Blithe would we seek thy utmost springy 
Where mountain-larks nj st try the wing; 
There, at the crimson dawn of day, 
Launch a scoop'd leaf, and sail away. 
Stretched at our ease, or crouch below. 
Or climb the green transparent prow. 
Stooping where otlb the blue-bett sips 
The passing stream, and shakes and dips; 
And when the heifer came to diink, 
Quick from the gale our bark would shrink 
And huddle down amidst the brawl 
Of many a five-inch waterfall, 
Till the expanse should fairly give 
The bow'ring hazel room to Uve; 
And as each swelling junction came, 
To form a riv'let worth a name, 
Wo*d dart beneath, or Inrush away 
Long-beaded webs, tha^else might stay 
Our silent course; in haste retreat, 
IVbcre wLirJpooU near t\ie'buW-ruB\\i£k»el% 
^yjitol round the ox of mon:&tro\i% >[AZtt\ 
bolow bis shadowy iiWa; 
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And sport amidst the throng ; and when 
We met the barks of giant men, 
Avoid their oars, still undeacried, 
And mock their overbearing pride ; 
Then vanish by some magic spell. 
And shout, ** Delicious Wyb, farewell !" 

'Twas noon, when o'er thy mountain stream 
The carriage roUM, each powerful gleam 
Struck on thy surface, where, below. 
Spread the deep heav'n's azure glow 
And water-flowers, a mingling crowd, 
Wav'd in the dazsding silver cloud. 
Again farewell ! The treat is o*er ! 
For me shall Cambria smile no more ; 
Yet truth shall still the song sustain. 
And touch the springs of joy again. 

Hail ! land of oyderijialeB of health ! 
Redundant fruitage, nS^ealth ; 
Here, did Pomona still retain 
Her influence o'^r a British plain. 
Might temples rise, spring blossoms fly, 
Round the capricious deity ; 
Or autumn sacrifi^ces bound. 
By myriads. o*er the hallowed ground. 
And deep libations still renew 
The fervours of her dancing crew. 
Land of delight ! let mem'ry strive 
To keep thy flying scenes aUve ; 
Thy grey-limb'd orchards, scattering wide 
Their treasures by the highway side : 
Thy half-hid cottages, that show 
The dark green moss, the resting bough, 
At broken panes, that taps and flies, 
Illumes and shades the maiden's eyes 
At day -break, and, with whisper'd joy, 
Wakes the light-hearted 8UepViei^\A^ \ 
The^, with thy noble woods aiv^ ^eW^, 
ITie hazel ccpae, the village "beWa, 
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Charm'd more the passing sultry houiB 
Than Hereford, with all her towers. 

Sweet was the rest, with welcome cheer 
But a far nobler scene was near ; 
And when the morrow's noon had spread, 
0*er orchard stores, the deep'ning red, 
Behind us rose the billowy cloudy 
That dims the air to city crowd. 

And deem not that, where cyder reigns. 
The beverage of a thousand plains. 
Malt, and the liberal harvest horn, 
Are all unknown, or laugh'd to scorn ; 
A spot that all delights might bring 
A palace for an eastern king, 
Canfrome, shall from her vaults display 
John Barleycorn's resistless sway. 
To make the odds of fortune even, 
Up bounc'd the cork of '* seventy-aevenf" 
And sent me back to school ; for then, 
Ere yet I leam'd to wield the pen ; 
(The pen that should all crimes assail, 
The pen that leads to fame — or jail ;) 
7!&«n steam'd the malt, whose spirit bears 
The frosts and suns of thirty years ! 

Through Lbobury, at decline of day, 
The wheels that bore us, roU'd away 
To cross the Malvern Hills. 'Twas night ; 
Alternate met the weary sight 
Each steep, dark, undulating brow, 
And Worc'stkr's gloomy vale below. 
Gloomy no more, when eastward sprung 
The light that gladdens heart and tongue ; 
When mom glancM o'er the shepherd's bed. 
And cast her tints of lovely red 
Wide o'er the vast expanding scene, 
^^^^mix'd her hues witk mo\xTi\MCL \5c^«t\. ., 
^V^Hft|ta|iiiig from a hei^'h.l ao i^vi, 
^^^■^ues of unpoWuleA. bii. 
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Wheia cultiiatioii triumphs wide. 
O'er boundlsai news oa eieiy Bide. 
Thick planted towna, where toils ne'er cease. 
And fu Bptead silent villst^ peace ; 
As each sncceediag pleasnre came, 
The ut iLcknowledg'd Malviuh's fame- 
Oft glancing thence (he Cambiia still, 
Thoa yet wert seen, mj (aT'iite hill, 
Delightful Psn-y-Valb ! Nor ahall 
Great Malvbkh'b high imperioos call 
WeaD me fiom thee, ot turn aside 
Mf earliest chann, m; heart's strong pride. 

Bnast Maltbrn, that thy springs reriTe 
The drooping patient, scarce alive ; , 
Where, as he gatheia strength to toil, 
Not e'en thy heights his spirit foil. 
But nerve hioi oa tu hless, t' inhale. 
And triumph in the morning gale ; 
Or noon's tianscendent glories give 
The vigorous touch thai bids him live. 
Perhaps e'en now he stipe to breathe. 
Surveying (he expanse beneath r 
Now climbs agaio, where keen winds blow. 
And holds his beaver to his brow; 
Waves (0 the Wrecitn his pale hand. 
And, borrowtag Fancy's magic wand, 
Skims over Worc'sibs's sp&es away, 
Where spning the blush of rising day ; 
And eyes with joy, sweet Hagky Gram, 
That taste reveres and virtue loves ; 
Aud Btrelch'd upon thy utmost lidge, 
Marks Severn's coarse, and UpTOM-bridge, 
That leads to home, to friends, or wife. 
And all thy sweets, domestic life : 
WJiile starts the tear, his bosom glows, 
That coDsecrated Atm flowa 
Down the blue diataiLt ii^b, \o Y^^^ 
lu atotea by Tbwkuburt'k 4o»*\t feA&. 
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And feels whateTer can inspire. 
From history's page or poet's fire. 

Bright yale of Severn ! shall the song 
That wildly devious roves along, 
The charms of nature to explore. 
On history rest, or themes of yore ? 
More joy the thoughts of home supply. 
Short be the glance at days gone by, 
Though gallant Tbwkbsburt, clean and gay. 
Hath much to tempt the traveller's stay. 
Her nuble abbey, with its dead, 
A powerful claim : a silent dread. 
Sacred as holy virtue springs 
Where rests yie dust of chiefs and kings ; 
With his who by foul murder died, 
The fierce Lancastrian^ hope and pride, 
(When brothers brothers could destroy) 
Heroic Margaret's red-rose boy. 

Muse, turn thee from the field of blood. 
Rest to the brave, peace to the good ; 
Avon, with all thy charms, adieu ! 
For Chbltbnham mocks Uiy pilgrim crew ; 
And like a girl in beauty*s power, 
Flirts in the fairings of an hour. 

Queen of the valley ! soon behind 
Gleam'd thy bright fanes, in sun and wind. 
Fair Glo'ster. Though thy fabric stands. 
The boast of Severn's winding sands. 
If grandeur, beauty, grace, can stay 
The traveller on his homeward way. 
There rests the Norman prince who rose 
In zeal against the Christian's foes. 
Yet doom'd at home to pine and die. 
Of birthright robb'd, and liberty ; 
His tide of wrongs he could not stem. 
His brothers filch'd his diadem. 
There sleeps the king w\io a\Ta.*A.Vo «.\iWTti 
The daring Scots, at BaivnocVL\>\mv^ 
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But tuin'd him bafk, with humbled fame. 
And Bfrkletfa " ihriekt" dedare hia nune. 

Ceaae, cease the II;— the goal ia woo- 
Yet memor]' still iball revel on. 
Past cIoB'd the dny, the last bright hoot. 
The setting sun, on Udrklit lower. 
Welcom'd us home, ttad forwud bade, 
To Ulbi Tallej'8 peaceful shede. 

Who so unfeeling, who so bold. 
To Judge that fiCtioBH, idly told. 
Derorm m; Terse, that only tiiee 
To consecrate reajilies ? 
Ife'er the unworthy thought should coioe, 
Let strong conviction strike ihem dumb. 
Go to the proof [ your sleed prepare, 
Drint nature's cup, the rapture sir'" 



Ye who, 
What gold alone can neTer cure ; 
The constant sigh for acenes of peace, 
Prom the world's Crammeia free release. 
Wait not, (for reason's sake attend), 
Wait not in chains till times shall mend ; 
Till the clear voice, grown hoarse and gruff. 
Cries, " Now I'll go. I'm rich enough ;" 
Youth, and the prime of manhood, seiie, 

:heeT the heart ; 
And when yonr children round you grow, 
With opening charms and manly brow. 
Talk of the Wvi aa some old dream. 
Call it the wild, the wiiard ilieiun ; 
Sink in your broad arm-chair to rest. 
And youth shall amile to see you ble«il &. 
Ariisis, betimes your powcia ei&'^^o-j , 
And tuke the pitgtinige «< jo^ -, 



:n days abaenc 
Bid ledgers from your minds depart ; 
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